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TO 

HIS GRACE 

THC 

IDttke of IBnccUuct) ani ^tntenebetx^, 

4"C. ^€. <S-c. 

My'Lobd Duke, 

I AM proud to baye the honour 
of dedicating to your GtaaOe the following Volumes, 
containing the fruit of many years punfui but 
pleasant labour :-— -thus following the example of 
tbe late Mr. Pivxvbion, and the justly-esteemed 
Sm Walteb Scott, who have inscribed their in- 
valuable Collections of Early Song to your Gbace^s 
Noble Ancestors. 

These Reliques of other years, which have for 
their object the celebration of the acts of Kings, and 
the warlike deeds of Heroes, and which so often have 
cheered the halls, and gladdened the hearts of the 
good and the brave, will be found, I sincerely trust, 
v^orthy of a place among those that have preceded 
them : for, as their preservation becomes a boimden 
duty on all true and patriotic Scotsmen, I have 
gleaned, with pious care, every fragment that could 
tend to illustrate the History and Antiquities of 



IV 



Scotland ; and the Manners, Modes of Living, Re- 
li^ons, and Superstitions of its Inhabitants, as well 
as their Feelings and Customs, in the fourteenth, 
fifteenth, sixteenth, and seventeenth centuries. 

May your Grace reap that pleasure, on a peru- 
sal of these Tales of the Olden Times, which has 
been experienced by thousands, is the earnest wish 
of one who has the honour to be. 

My Lord Duke, 

Your Gback^s 
Most obedient humble Servant, 

PETER BUCHAN^ 



INTRODUCTION. 



In all ages^ and by all nations of the world, even in a 
rude and a barbarous state, has the voice of song been 
cherished, and made to express the natural feelings of 
a grateful, a joy^l, a brave, and a generous heart. 
Much has been written on the nature and composi- 
tion of Song, but it all tends to shew that it had its 
origin in love and gratitude. Love to the Supreme 
Creator first inspired the muse to tune the heart to 
sing bis praises, and the wonders of indefinite crea- 
tion, and gratitude continued the song. When man 
was taught the duties he owed to a Deity, and the obli- 
gations he was daily under for his preservation, he tes- 
tified the same in the fulness of his heart, by the ador- 
ation given in his morning and evening songs. Reli- 
gion and love are synonymous, and expressed in the 
sweet and delightful cadence of poetical imagery and 
numbers. When the dawn of nature first began to 
spread its benign influence over the infiint mind of man, 
and the light of religion dispel the dense mists of hea- 
then darkness it was like the bursting of a rapid river 
firom its channelled coune ; the longer it ran the wider 
VOL. I. A 
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the breach, and the deeper the stream the smoother the 
carrelit.^Such was the case regarding poetical refine- 
ment ; and such was the happiness of man, when the 
first rays of light hnke through the dark and almost 
impenetrable donds of ignorance and superstition. Po- 
etical sublimity has paved the way to the cultivation 
of man's taste, and the refinement of his manners and 
morals. Previous to the art or discovery of writing 
and printing, the religion, the laws, and the histories 
of times, families, and particular events, were preserved 
and handed down from one generakicm to another, by a 
race of people called Druids, Bards, Scald^ Senachies» 
Minstrels, Ac who were wont to sing their themes of 
religion, love, friendship, war, or history. They were 
in great esteem both amongst the Gauls and Britons. 
Their function and name doth yet remain among all 
those nations which use the old British tongue : and so 
much honour was given to them in many places, that 
their persons were accounted sacred, and their houses 
sanctuaries : nay, in the height of their enmities, when 
they managed the cruellest wars one against another, 
and used their victories as severely, yet these Bards attd 
their retinue had free liberty to pass and repass at their 
pleasure. The nobles, when they came to them, received 
them honourably, and dismissed them with g^fta. They 
made cantos, and these not inelegant, which the rhapso- 
dists recited, either to the better sort, or else to the vul« 
gar, who were very desirous to hear them ; and some* 
times they sung to musical instruments. They weie o£» 
ten maintained by the chief of the ancient dans, and hy 
some wealthy men, kept on purpose to oommemonte 
their aaoestors^ and fizft of their fianiliei^ in gemos^ 
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kfgies which they got hj heart. In this cnse, many 
flj to the Bards and Senachies^ as the preservers of 
ancient records. Tacitus says^ that the songs of the 
German Bards were their only annals. And Joannes 
Magnu8> Archbishop of Upsal^ acknowledges^ that in 
compiling the History of the Ancient Goths> he had no 
other records but the songs of the Bards; As these 
songs made an illustrious figure at every festival , they 
were conveyed in every family by parents to their chil- 
dren^ and in that manner were kept alive before writ- 
mg was known. It is to this vanity alone^ that we owe 
the ]neaervation and the remains of ancient poesy. 

The Bards made an early appearance in Scotland ; 
iatf " beneath the moss^covered rock of Lona, near his 
own loud stream, gray in his locks of age, dwells Clcm- 
mal, king of harps/' They delivered their mysterious 
doctrines in verses entrusted entirely to memory, which> 
as a part of their education, their pupils were taught 
to repeat. They were the oracles, prophets, priests, 
plulosophers, poets, lawgivers, judges, physicians, and 
teadiers of the Gauls ; as their Bards, like the Ger- 
man Scalds, were, more especially, their poets, histo- 
tians or annalists, and musicians : those communicated 
ihebr knowledge and precepts also in verse ; and these 
" song the battles of heroes, and the heaving bosoms 
of love." The first traditional records and compositions 
of all nations were poetical ; and that verse, from cus- 
torn, was continued, as most impressive and memora- 
ble^ 0B subjects tiiought worthy of preservation. Ame-* 
rica has ; Asia, Greece, and Italy had their Bards, as 
wdi as Ganl ; and the^Scalds of the North were equally 
honoared and fisunoos in Germany. And tiD of late. 
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^ixowft. little light apoa tlieir origm, or the cause 
which gave rise to their compodtion. He has to grope 
his way in the dark ; like Bunyan'i {^grim, on fw««ipg 
the valley of the shadow of death, he hears sounds and 
noises, but cannot, to a certainty, tell from whence they 
come, nor to what place they proceed. The one time, 
he has to treat of fabulous ballads in the most roman* 
tic shape ; the next legendary, with all its exploded, 
obsolete, and forgotten superstitions ; also history, tra« 
gedy, comedy, love, war, and so on ; all, perhaps, 
within the narrow compass of a few hours,— so varied 
must his genius and talents be. 

The Ballads themselves are faithfully and honestly 
transcribed, and given as taken down from the mouths 
of the reciters : they have suffered no change since 
they fortunately were consigned to me by their foster 
parents. There are many of them, however, much 
like those already published, ^ut under different 
names: of these I have been careful to advise my 
reader ; also, when and where I have found such like* 
ness. From such proceedings, it will then be seen that 
I have acted as candid and upright a part as within the 
compass of the power of any one situated under siaii* 
lar circumstances. I have spared neither money noc 
trouble, in procuring the most genuine and best 
authenticated copies of all the Ancient Ballads in the 
following pages, and flatter myself I have succeeded be« 
yond any of my cotemporaries* I have also been able 
to complete many of the very best pieces hitherto only 
found in mutilated fragments, even in popular and es« 
teemed collections ; and trust they will form a valuable 
acquisition to die libraries of all those interested in the 
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UHory f£ Soaltish Itftenliire. B«l, u pecfectioii hm 
9ot yet been Ihe lot df iiifiii» no one will ex]^eot ihat 
8m^AW(A aitlnsoaii be akqgeiher &ee of fiuilt^^aBA 
Am^ it is impeflsiUe to please every reader: as this if 
Uie caae!» my great ambition is to gratify those of a 
Idtndred spkit* whose ears are ever open to the rectt^ 
of the tales of other years ; of their country and its 
inhabitants, their loves and wars, joys and woes^ as de- 
picted by worthies, who once, like themselves, filled 
an honourable situation iniife; who shared in the fes* 
tivilies of their day ; but who are now, unless in the 
songs of their mirth and sadness, exploded fiom the me- 
mories of a forgetful world. Yet a remnant shall be 
saved ; the lovers of Ancient Minstrd^ wiU find many 
of thoae ditties that gladdened the hearts of their an- 
cestors, and dieered the warlike halls of their an* 
cient ^nd noble possessors, to enrich the work now be- 
fage themu Although the labourers in this field of tra* 
^tionary Song have, of late, proved abundant, and 
their gkanings made with pious tare, their works will 
slunv how thin their harvest has been. And, I may 
add, every year is making it more and more so, by the 
demise of some worthy matron, or hoary-headed sire, 
who is silently sliding away at the oommaod of ruth- 
le» death, to where the sons of the morning sing to- 
gether in endless concert* There are still, though now 
ftw, some beauttful and sweet morsels of the olden tunes^ 
to be fbond among the aged and venerated people of the 
North, dMit have escaped the most diligent reseaiohes of 
these modern reapers. Aa mudi of our traditionary 
history, particularly local, is blended with the family 
expldts of the ttmes, as recorded in the Men ballads. 



tiMir preservatiim becomes neeeasary, and a pn^lalib 
source of useful infbnnation and delight^ not only to 
llie antiquary^ but to every one who feels an interest 
in the decayed memories of their fiire&thers— who 
wish to cherish a national spirit, and who are annona 
to support the time-worn structure^ and fidling towers 
of Ancient Scottish National Song. Let them 
then rouse each latent feeling, and encourage those 
who make such studies their delight, and who take 
pleasure in preserving them. 

As man hu a thinking principle within him. he k 
conscious that nothing in this world can perfect his 
happiness, so that he flies from one object to another, 
with a view of lessening his misery, or increasing his 
pleasure; and, as times and ages change, so do his 
manners, feeling, and dispositions ; what was his joy to* 
day, may become his sorrow to-morrow. He has at 
length discovered, that, in recovering the vestiges of 
the Men times, he anticipates a mental satisfaction rare* 
ly arising from the pursuits of vice. The literature of 
past ages has engrossed the study and attention of aU 
most every civilized and learned man. He can judge 
from the works of imagination, the state of the minds 
of his ancestors, and the manners and characters of a 
rude, or an enlightened people, in their native colour 
and dress. And, as of late years, there has been more 
than an ordinary enquiry after the poetical reliques of 
our early history, much has been preserved from the 
wreck of ages— old things have become new, and a re« 
novation of our Scottish literature seems to have taken 
place in all the plenitude of its strength' and beauty. 
The darksome ages that gave fairth to the mental at« 



duerements of our fim&khm^ aie now fivgol; nA 
duit spirit only which lay deeping in the tomb of &»- 
getfiilnett^ axiies with the vigoiix it was wont to show 
in ilschiTaliie deeds: And, although thaage of knight- 
enEBBtxy and chivalry have passed entirely away, those 
■■iMfctirtna of heroic feeling are still alive in die breasts 
of many. The human heart still retains the same sen- 
timents of honour, and the lofty magnanimi^ of the 
glory of past ages. 

To these kindred spirits, do I then offer the pride of 
my toils ;— the only legitimate history of the super« 
stitions and times in which they were conceived. In 
them, the lives and actions of kings, nobles, and oom« 
monsy will be found delineated with the artless and 
unassuming pen of nature : their ancestors pourtrayed 
in their true colours, and a display of those deeds which 
gave rise to their first ambition and greatneis. Should, 
tiben, the following volumes meet with that encourage- 
ment which I anticipate, I will not eat the bread of 
idleness, but still persevere in culling and garnering 
up ibr the sons of Scotsmen yet unborn, those sweetly 
variegated blossoms which bloom in the straw-covered 
oot, among the rilvery-headed monuments of living 
antiquity, in the North of my native Isle. 

Long, and perhaps tiresome, as this Introduction has 
been to many of my readers, I must still add a few 
words more, partly by way of showing my &rvent 
gratitude, and partly by way of ezplanatbn of what 
iU2ows.^-In the first place, it is necessary to say by 
what means 1 became possessed of so many valuable 
[ues as adorn the ilbUowing page>9 as some of my 



•effptictl readen mmj thiBk tlMm fingeiiet; Iml aa it 
k impottible for me to latisfy everj penon» I mast 
adopt tile shorteit method, by sajring, tliat the greater 
part of them was taken down by myself dnritig the last 
ten or twelre yeaia, from the singing and recitatiaa of 
eld men and women, in various parts of Scotland, hot 
chiefly in Aberdeenshire : others were sent me I7 la* 
4ies and gentlemen of the highest respectability, oa 
whose words, as to their authenticity, I oould safely 
depend ; but as it would be too tedious to name them 
all, although to ail my thanks are due, I shall on- 
ly particularisre Hugh Irvine, £sq. Drum; Mal« 
VINA, a young lady in Aberdeen ; and Mr James Ni- 
coL, Striehen. I nrast also mention that I was much 
indebted to the recitation of James Rankin, an old 
man, blind from his birth, with a most retentive me- 
mory, and who is at this moment gathering for me 
what can be gleaned within the circle of a large 
and extensive acquaintance ; as it is my most earnest 
wish, and greatest pleasure, to preserve every fragmmit 
and literary monument of our early ancestors, that can 
illustrate the history and times in which they had their 
existence on this terrestrial ball, however much and 
unjustly I may be reprobated, as of late I have bee&» 
by ignorant persons, under a false show of modesty and 
grace. And, although this is the first attempt of the 
kind that was ever made in the North, I trust it will 
not be ^e last ; for among our heath-dad hills the roses 
aa well as the thistles grow— -in the gleni^ spr^ of 
the willow are to be found, and the harp of ApoUo 
xiAen heard! 
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hfy best aefaioirledgiiieiiti ace not len due to Jom 
fiicHARDSoN, Esq. of Pitfoor^ Pitfoor Catde» Perth* 
Am, for the loan of a curious and iateresting old MS* 
^ume of Poems. On the first page of this MS. is 
written*-" This Buick perteens to a yerie honouihUe 
womane, Margarat Robertsoune^ reliGt of vmqohile 
Alexander Steuart of Bonskeid, Anno Domini l630." 
I am informed she belonged to the Lude family, and the 
Poems are those referred to by General Stewart of 
Garth, in his Sketches of the Highlands, as containing 
proofs of the advanced state of literature in the High** 
lands in the 1 7th century. Of this collection I in- 
tended to have given freely ; but on arriving at £din« 
burgh, I found the work so far advanced in the print- 
ing as to prevent me from giving more than two pieces as 
a specimen, which will be found at the end of this In« 
troduction. However, in a forthcoming volume, which 
has already been called for, as my Ballad-store is not 
yet exhausted, I will then avail myself of its contents, 
and draw upon it largely. 

I shall now close this Introduction by observing, 
that, among the many gentlemen of rank and respec- 
tability, who have interested themselves not a little in 
the success of this publication, am I indebted to 
Charles Kirkpatrick Sharpe, Esquire, Edinbuigh, 
and to whom I beg to offer, with every sense of respect 
and esteem, my most sincere thanks for the trouble he 
has taken in revising the proof-sheets of the Ballads as 
they emanated from the press, as my living at such a 
distance from Edinburgh prevented my own ooneo- 
tions. No one, however, that knows the refined taste 
and superior judgment of this gentleman, in every thing 
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oonnected with Andent Scottish Literatnre, will re- 
gret my absence. The Introduction and Notes are as 
they camefiom my pen. A tribute of grateful respect 
is also due to all those who hare encouraged the work 
by their fiiendly patronage, as without patrons all my 
labours would have been lost. 

To avoid the imputation of vanity, I am anxious to 
state, that the Portrait prefixed to this volume has been 
given at the special request of some of my friends in 
Edinbuigh, who have taken an interest in the publi- 
oation. 

PETER BUCHAN. 

P1TKBHEAD9 Odober 182& 
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ITS A VONDER TO SEE HOW THIS VOBLD 

DOES GOE. 

Sttmtyme have I ssSn whein the vorld hes bem minie. 
Accepted with melanchoUy, hot now its grown sad : 

Sumtyme have I sein whein the vorld not bein wearie. 
What toyll, or vhat travell, vhat cross we have had. 

Now sighing for singing, our mynd is confused, 

Now laughing for kniing, we loath that we loued ; 

Rejoydng, reposing, nothing hot in woe. 

Its a vonder to sie how this vorld does goe. 

The planets ar changed thair contrary cours, 
And he that vas heighest is lowest broght down ; 

And he who was vorthiest now is grown vorst. 
Marc Venus and Mercurie zeild to the Mone. 

The Heavins had a hermon, hot now u grown heirs, 

In mouing thair mover, and chainging ther vers ; 

Such chidnges, too strainges, as Neptune doe. 

Its a vonder to sie how yis vorld does goe. 

Now Fortoun turns mad, and Venus a wich, 

Blind Cupid, that fondling, knows not quhair he flies ; 

Ther is noe man respectit, hot he that (is) riche. 
True waillour and vertue ar sucken in the skyes. 

The gallants ar gayest that gritest can glut. 

The fellow is fynest that veirs the Frence hat ; 

Goe ftithrnds for hatbands, and shaikers also. 

Its a vonder to ae how this vorld doth goe. 

The sillie puir peddleris that liuis on ther packs, 
Ar loupen to lordschipes, and lives on ther xent ; 

Now gallants and greit men ar all gone aback, 
Thay dap al in cationrie for skiprigs yai spent. 

Now he (is) ane lord that lait was ane douo. 

And she is ane ladey that hdt waa a loun ; 

Cum burly, cum burly, the viuier so. 

Its a voonder to sie how this vorld doth goe. 
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JAMES H£RUI£. 

My love band me with a kisse, 

Yat I sould no langer stay ; 
Quhen I felt so sweit a blisse, 

I had les pouer to pairt away ; 
AUace yat woman doth not know, 
Ejsses mak men loth to goe ! 

^es, she knawes it hot too weil, 
For I hard when Venus doue, 

In her eares did sofitlie tell, 

Yat kisses wer the sealles of loue ; 

Odi much not then though it be so. 

Kisses mak men loth to go ! 

Wherfor did she thus inflame. 

My dc83rre8 heats my blood ; 
Instantlye to quenche the same, 

A^d sterue whom she had given foode ; 
I, I, ye- comming sence can sho^ 
Kisses mak men loth to goe ! 

Had she bid me goe at first. 
It wald neer haue greud my bairt ; 

Hoop delayd had bein worst, 
Bot och to kisse, and then to pairt ; 

How deip it strock, speak, gpds, you knOf 

Kisses mak men loth to go ! 



CONTENTS 

OF THE 

FIRST VOLUME. 



9 



Young Wateis 




«. 



Tbc-Bent rtfc> Bwwro 
l^S^ome Bmfft 
Clerk Tamas 

^Phe-Qneen o H 9 e et liind - 
Th e Eail of Mat^ft JDaugbter 
Deadi-of -Emd WaiiisUm 
EiiftCrawibi^ 

Bogfl thoBri and Wiate fciffie 
Buxd Mel and Sir PaUmk 
Chariie M^Pherson 
Charles Graeme 
'Ph^'Orartescw Knx^it • 

Siveer Wafie an^Fair Mnarj 
yaung- Prince Jampa r 

ficaum- AabynV Confession 
Iba>^gl w ee Prodi g M 
The Maid and Fairy 

jBUBeiiefloui ft&d v^Byoatioa 
Liady isabd - • . 



The Drowned -ZjOvos 



V 



Ballads. 
P««e 1 

6 


Notes. 
289 

290 


■ //" ^ 7 


16 


' 29r 




22 


ib. 




24 


202 




27 

30 


203 
ib. 




38 


394 




43 


ib. • 




46 


ib. 




40 


205 




56 


296 




61 
67 

78 

86 


297 

lb. 

298 

ib. 


• 


89 


299 




91 


ib. 




97 
108 
110 
Ml 


300 
ib. 
ib. 
.801 




117 

lie 


ib. 
302 




1S6 


309 




199 


804 




133 
149 


ib. 
306 




146 


306 




156 


ib. 





WHfie and Fair Bard Anne 




Pvocid Maiiland 



JaaB -»' Betheloie'A Xose £k SitG* Gmdcfa 



ThfrWkHr Fisher 



BaibamBUdr 
ThonMO^ YmdodMle 

The Trw^per and Fair Maid 
-IiOid-l Bg i a i n and Childe Vjet- 
Dan^ter 
-IXpowBed in Oanieiy 



Cuttie*8 Wedding 
MiM Gordon of Gight 
The Man to the Green, Joe 
Auld Scour Abeen 
The Wee Bridalie 

TfaemtlB'Mm' 

The Poor Atdd Maideni 
The Guise of Tyrie 



Our John is Dowing 
Bonny Saint John 
Bobyn'i Tcsment 
Bicfand's Mary 

Tha Clarki of Qzenfind 



BaUadt. 


Ifoia 


PageieO 


307 


- 167 


9k 


169 


ib. 


172 


303 


179 


309 


183 


ib. 


185 


310 


188 


ib. 


193 


311 


197 


ib. 


200 


ibw 


204 


312 


214 


lb. 


218 


313 


221 


ib. 


227 


314 


230 


ibb 


234 


315 


. 241 


ib. 


245 


ib. 


248 


316 


267 


ib. 


258 


317 


259 


.— 


261 


.» 


262 


— 


263 


317 


264 


ib. 


266 


ib. 


268 


318 


271 


— 


272 


-« 


273 


318 


- 275 


ib. 


278 


31» 


281 


ib. 



ANCIENT 



BALLADS AND SONGS 



or THE 



NORTH OF SCOTLAND. 



* 

*ir Patrick ^pens. 

The King sits in Dunfermline town, 

A^ drinking at the wine ; 
Says, Where Mrill I get a good ski{^r 

Will sail the saut seas fine ? 

Out it speaks an eldren knight 

Amang the companie, — 
Young Patrick Spens is the best skipper 

That ever saiPd the sea. 

The. king he wrote a braid letter, 

And sealed it wi' his ring ; 
Says, Ye'll gi'e that to Patrick Sppns, 

See if ye can him find. 
VOL. I. B 
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He sent this, not wi^ an auld man. 

Nor yet a simple boy, 
But the best o^ nobles in his tridn 

This letter did convoy. 

When Patrick looked the letter upon 

A light laugh then ga*e he ; 
But ere he read it till an end. 

The tear blinded his eV. 

Ye*ll eat and drink, my merry men a', 
An^ see ye be weell thorn ; p 

For blaw it wect, or blaw it win4» 
My guid ship sails the mom. 

Then out it speaks a guid auld man, 
A guid deadi mat he dee,— 

Whatever ye do, my guid master, 
Tak^ Gk)d your giude to bee. 

For late yestreen I saw the new moon. 

The auld moon in her arm. 
Ohon, alas ! says Patrick Spens, 

That bodes a deadly storm. 

But I maun sail the seas the mom. 
And likewise sae maun you ; 

To Noroway, wi' our king's daughter,— 
A chosen queen she^s now. 



But I wonder who has been sae base, 

As tauld the king o' mee : 
Even tho' hee ware my ae brither, 

An ill death mat he dee. 

Now Patrick he rigg^ out his ship, 

And sailed ower the faem ; 
But mony a dreary thought had hee, 

While hee was on the main. 

They hadna saii'd upon the sea 

A day but barely three; 
Till they caine in sight o' Noioway, 

It's there where they must bee. 

They hadna stayed into that place 

A month but and a day, 
Till he caused the flip in mugs gae routf , 

And wine in cans sae gay ; 

The pipe and harp sae sweetly play'd, 

The trumpets loudly soun' ; 
In every hall where in they stay'd, 

Wi' their mirth did reboun/ 

Then out it speaks an auld skipper. 
An inbearing dog was hee,*- 

YeVe stayed ower lang in Noroway, 
Spending your king's monie. 
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Then out it speaks Sir Patrick Spens,*— ^ 

O bow can a' this bee ? 
I ha'^e a bow o^ guid red gowd 

Into my ship wi^ mee. 

But betide me well, betide me wae. 
This day I'se leave the shore ; 

And never spend my king*s monie 
'Mong Noroway dogs no more. 

Young Patrick hee is on the sea, 

And even on the faem ; 
WT five-an-fifty Scots lords* sons, - 

That lang^d to bee at hame. 

They hadna sailed upon the sea 

A day but barely three; 
Till loud and boistrous grew the wind, 

And stormy grew the sea. 

O where will I get a little wee boy 

Will tak^ my hehn in hand, 
Till I gae up to my tapmast, . 

And see for some dry land P 

He hadna gane to his tapmast 

A step but barely three ; 
Ere thro' and thro' the bonny ship's side. 

He saw the green haw-sea. 
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There arefive-an-lfifty feather beds 
'^ Well packed in ae room ; 

And ye^U get as muckle guid canvas 
As wrap the ship a^ roun^ ; 

Ye^U pict her well, and spare her not, 
And mak"* her hale and soun\ 

But ^re he had the word well ^ke 
The bonny ship was down. 

O laith, laith were our guid lords^ sons 
To weet their milk-white hands ; 

But lang ere a' the play was ower 
They wat their gowden bands. 

O laith, laith were our Scots lords' sons 
To weet their coal-black shoon ; 

But lang ere a** the play was ower 
They wat their hats aboon. 

It's even ower by Aberdour 

It's fifty fathoms deep, 
And yonder lies Sir Patrick Spens, 

And a*s men at his feet. . 

It's even ower by Aberdour, 
There's mony a craig and fin, 

And yonder lies Sir Patrick Spens, 
Wi* mony a guid lord's son. 



Lang, lang will the ladyes look 

Into their moniing weed, 
Before they see young Patrick Spens 

Come sailing ower the fleed. 

Lang, lang will the ladyes look 
Wi^ their fans in their hancj^ ^ 

Before they see him, Patrick Spens, 
Come sailing to dry land. ^ 



Lady Margaret sits in her bower door 
Sewing at her silken seam ; 

She heard a note in ElmondVwood, 
And wished she there had been* 

She loot the seam fa* fine her ode. 
And the needle to her tae $ 

And she is on to EfanondVwood 
As fast as she cou^d gae. 

She hadna pu^d a nut, a nut. 
Nor broken a branch but ane. 

Till by it came a young hind chiel, 
Says, Lady lat alane. 



O why pu^ ye the nut, the nut. 

Or why brake ye the tree ; 
For I am fcnester o' this wood. 

Ye should epi^ leave at roe ? 

ril ask leave at no living nian. 

Nor yet will I at thee ; 
My father is king o*er a^ this realm, 

This wood belongs to me. 

She hadna pu^d a nut, a nut, 
Nor broken a Inranch but three. 

Till by it came him young Akin, 
And gar^d her lat them be. 

The hi^iest tree in ElmondVwood, 

He^s pu^d it by the reet ; 
And he has buUt for her a bower 

Near by a hallow seat. 

He^s buih a bower, made it secure 

Wr carbuncle and stane ; 
Tho' tiaveUars wtxt never sae nigh 

Appearance it had nane. 

He^s kept her there in £imondVwood, 
For six lang years and one ; 

Till six pretty sons to him she bear. 
And the seventh she's brought home. 



It fell ancc upon a day, 

iThis guid lord went from home ; 
And he is to the hunting gane, 

Took wi' him his eldest son. 

And when they were on a guid way, 

Wi^ slowly pace did walk ; 
The boy^s heart being something wae. 

He thus began to talk :— • 

A question I wou^d ask, father, 

Gin ye wouMna angry be. 
Say on, say on, my bonny boy, 

Ye^se nae be quarrelled by me. 

I see my mither^s cheeks aye weet, 

I never can see them dry ; 
And I wonder what uleth my mither 

To mourn continually. 

Your mither was a king^s daughtra". 

Sprung frae a high d^ree ; 
And she might lu'e wed scxne worthy prince. 

Had she nae been stown by me ; 

I was her father^s cup-bearer. 

Just at that fatal time ; 
I catchM her on a misty ni^t. 

Whan summer was in prime ; 



My inve to her was most sincere, 
Her luve was great fixr me ; 

But when she hardships doth endure, 
Her folly she does see. 

ril shoot the bimtin'^ o'^the bush. 

The linnet o^ the tree, 
And bring them to my dear mither, 

See if she^^ll merrier be* 

It fell upo' another day. 

This guid lord he thought lang, 
And he is to the hunting gane. 

Took wi* him his dog and gun ; 

Wr bow and arrow by his side. 

He's aff, idngle, akme; 
And left his seven children to stay 

Wr their mither at hame. 

O, I will tell to you, mither. 

Gin ye wadna angry be. 
Speak cm, cqpeak on, my little wee boy, 

Ye'se nae' be quarrelPd by me. 

As we came frae the hynd hunting, 

We heard fine music ring. 
My blesangs on you, my bonny boy, 

I wish I^d been there my lane. 
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He*8 ta*ai Us mitber bj the hand. 

His ax bfithen abo^ 
And they aie on thio' ElmondVwood, 

As fast as thejr oou^d go ; 

They wistna wed where they were ga<m» ' "" " 

Wr the stiatlins d* their feet ; 
They wistna wed wheie they were gaen 

Till at her father's yate. 

I bae nae money in my pocket. 

But royal rings hae three ; 
1^1 gie than you^ my little young son. 

And ye"*!! walk there for me ; 

Ye'll gi*e the first to the proud porter, 

And he will lat you in ; 
Ye'll giV the next to the butler boy. 

And he will show you ben ; 

Ye'll gi'e the third to the minstrel 

That plays before the king ; 
He'll play success to the boimy boy, 

Came tfaro^ the wood him lane. 

He gaV the first to the proud porter, 

And he open'dan^ let him in ; 
He ga'e the next to the butler boy, 

And he has shown him ben ; 



He ga'e the third to the minstrel 
That play'^d before the king; 

And he played success to the bonny boy 
Came thro^ the wood him lane. 

, ji^ Now when he came before the king, 

Fell low down on his knee ; 
The king he turned round about. 
And the saut tear blinded his ee. 

Win up, win up, my bonny boy, 

Gang firae my companie ; 
Ye look sae like my dear daughter, 

My heart will Urst in three. 

If I look like youir dear daughter, 

A wonder it is none ; 
If I look like your dear daughter,-^ 

I am her eldest son. 

Will ye teU me, ye little wee boy. 
Where may my Margaret be ? 

She^s just now standing at your yates, 
And my wi brithtts her wi\ 

O where are all my pcurter boys 

That I pay meat and fee. 
To open my yates baith wide and braid ? 

Let her come in to me. 
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When she came in before the king, 
Fell low down on her knee : 

Win up, win up, my daughter dear, 
This day ye41 dine wi' me. 

Ae bit I canno^ eat, father, 
Nor ae drop can I drink. 

Till I see my mither and sister dear 
For lang for them I think. 

When she came before the queen, 
Fell low down on her knee : 

Win up, win up, my daughter dear. 
This day ye^se dine wi^ me. 

Ae bit I canno^ eat, mither. 
Nor ae drop can I drink. 

Until I see my dear sister. 
For lang for her I think. 

When that these two sisters met. 
She hailM her courteouslie : 

Come ben, come ben, my sister deai^ 
This day ye'se dine wi' me. 

Ae bit I canno' eat, sister. 
Nor ae drop can 1 drink, 

Until I see my. dear husband, 
For lang for him I think. 
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O where are all my rangers bold, 

That I pay meat and fee. 
To search the forest far an^ wide, 

And bring Akin to me ? 

Out it speaks the little wee boy,— • 

Na, na, this maunna be ; 
Without ye grant a free pardon, 
• I hope ye'*ll nae him see. 

O here I grant a free pardon. 

Well sealed by my own han' ; 
Ye may make search for young Akin, 

As soon as ever you can. 

They searched the country wide and braid. 

The forests far and near; 
And found him into ElmondVwood, 

Tearing Ids yellow hair. 

Win up, win up, now young Akin, 

Win up and boun wi' me ; 
We*re messengers come from the court. 

The king wants you to see. 

O lat him take fhie me my head, 

Or hang me on a tree ; 
For since Tve lost my dear lady. 

Lifers no pleasure to me. 
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Your head will nae be toueh'd, Akin, 

Nor hanged Upon a tree ; 
Your lady V in her father's court, 

And all he wants is thee. 

When he came in before the king, 

Fell low down on his knee. 
Win up, win up) now young Akin, 

This day ye'se dine wi' me. 

But as they were at dinner set, 

The boy asked a boun ; 
I wish we were in the good church. 

For to get Christendoun ; 

We ha^e lived in guid green wood 

This seven years and ane ; 
But a' this time dnoe e^er I mind. 

Was never a church witlun. 

Your asking^s nae sae great, my boy. 

But granted it shall be ; 
This day to guid church ye shall gang, 

And your mither shall gea^ you wi/ 

When unto the guid church she came. 

She at the door did stan^ ; 
She was sae sair sunk down'wi* shame. 

She cou^dna come fiuer ben. 
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Then out it speaks the parish priest. 
And a sweet smile gae he ;— 

Come ben, come ben, my lily flower, 
Present your babes to me. 

Charles, Vincent, Sam, and Dick, 
And likewise James and John ; 

They call'd the eldest Young Akin, 
Which was his father^s name. 

Then they staid in the royal court. 
And liv^d wi^ mirth and glee ; 

And when her father was deceased, 
Hdr of the crown was she. 
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It fell about the jfude Yule time 
When caps and stoups gaed roun^ ; 

Down it came him young Waters, 
To welcome James, our king. 

The great, the great, rade a^ together ; 

The sma* came a' behin'; 
But wi* young Waters, that brave knight^ 

There came a gay gatherin\ 
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The bmrse young Waters rode upon. 

It cost him hunders nine ; 
For he was siller shod before. 

And gowd graith had behin"; 

At ilka tippit o^ his horse mane 

There hang a siller bell ; 
The wind was loud, the steed was proud. 

And they gae a sindry knell. 

The king he lay ower^s castle wa^ 
Beheld baith dale and down ; 

And he beheld him, young Waters, . 
Come riding to the town. 

He turned him right and round about. 

And to the queen said he,— - 
Who is the bravest man, my dame. 

That ever your een did see ? 

I've seen lairds, and IVe seen lords, 

And knights o' high degree ; 
But a braver man than young Waters 

My e*en did never see. 

He tum*d him right and loun' about, 

And ane angry man was he ; 
wae to you, my dame, the queen, 

Ye might ha'e excepted me ! 
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Ye ftre nae laird, ye are nae lord, 

Ye are the king that wears the crown ; 

There's nae a lord in fair Scotland, 
But unto you maun a^ bow down. 

O, lady, for your love choicin|;, 

Ye shall win to your will ; 
The mom, or I eat or drink, 

Young Waters 111 gar kill. 

And nevertheless, the king cou^d say. 
Ye might ha'^e excepted me ; 

Yea for yea, the king couM say. 
Young Waters he shall die. 

Likewise for your ill-wyled words, 
Ye sail ha^e cause to mourn ; 

Gin ye hadna been sae big wi^ child, 
Ye on a hill su^d bum. 

Young Waters came before the king. 

Fell low down on his knee ; 
Win up, win up, young Waters, 

What's this I hear o' thee ? 

What ails the king at me, he said. 

What ails the king at me ? 
It is tauld me the day, sir knight, 

Ye've done me treasonie. 
VOL. I. C 
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Liars will lie on fell gude men^ 

Sae will they do on me ; 
I wudna wish to be the man 

That liars on wudna lie. 

Nevertheless^ the king Gou*d say. 

In prison Strang gang ye ; 
O yea for yea, the king cou^d say, 

Young Waters ye shall die. 

Syne they ha^e taVn him, young Waters, 

Laid him in prison Strang'; 
And left him there wi' fetters boun*. 

Making a heavy mane. 

Aft ha'^e I ridden thro^ Striveling town. 
Thro' heavy wind and weet ; 

But ne'er rade I thro** Striveling town 
Wr fetters on my feet. 

Aft ha'e I ridden thro' Striveling town. 
Thro' heavy wind and rain ; 

But ne'er rade I thro' Striveling town. 
But thought to ridden't again. 

They brought Him to the heading ISO!, 
His horse, bot and bis saddle ; 

And they brought to the heading hill. 
His young son iii his cradle. 
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Ajid they. biiQAij^t to Uie heading liUly 

His hoiiods intUl a leish; 
And they biought till the heading hill^ 

His gos-bawk in a jest. 

Xjog James he thai rade up the hiB» 

And mony a man him wi* ; 
And called on his trusty page» 

To come right speedilie* 

Ye'll d6' ye to the Eaii o^ Mar, 

For he At» on yon hill ; 
Bid him loose the brand &ae his hodie^ 

Young Wators for to kilL 

O gude forbid, the Eadhe sAid; 

The like su'^d eVr fa* me ; 
!B£f'badie e'ecsu^dweaif the hfand, ' 

That gars young Waisrs &e. 

Then be has loos'd his trusty brand. 

And casten't in the sea ; 
Says, Never lat theiti get a brand, 

Till it dome baek to me^ 

The scafibld it prepared was. 

And he did mount it hie ; 
Aodr ^ apeelatom that werer there, 

The saut tesn bliat thnr e^ai 
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O'hsA your tongues, my bri^thren dear. 
And mourn nae mair for me ; 

VeV« seeking grace frae a graceless fkce, 
For there is nane to gie. 

Ye^l tak'^-a bit o^ canvas claith, 

And pit -it owfer my ee ; 
And Jack, my fiaan, yell be at hand, 

The hour that I suM die. 

Syne afFye'Il tak* my bluidy sark, 
Gie it fair Margaret Grahiame i 

For she may curse the dowie dell 

That brought King James, him hkme. 

Yell bid her mak* her bed narrow^. 

And mak** it naeways wide ; 
For a brawer' man than young Waters 

Will ne'^er streek by her side. 

Bid her do. weel to my young son, 

And gie him nurses three ; 
For gin he live to be a man. 

King James will gar him die. 

He called upon the headsman, then, « 

A purse o** gowd him gae ; 
Says, Do your office, headsman, boy. 

And mak^ nae tntdr delay. 
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Q jiead me fioon, O bead Hie cleany 

And pit me out . o' pine ; 
VfiT it is by the king^^s command,-— 

Gang head me till his min\ 

Tho^ by him Fm condemn^ to die, 

Tm lieve to his ain kin ; 
And for the truth, 1^11 plainly tell^ 

I am his sister'^s son. 

Gin yeVe my sister^s s<hi, he said. 

It is unkent to me ; 
O mindna ye on your sister, Bess, 

That lives in the French countrie. 

Gij> Bess then be your mither dear. 

As I trilst well she be ; 
Gae hame, gae hame, young Waters, 

Ye'se ne'er be sl^n by me. 

But he lay by his napkin fine, 

Was saft as ony silk ; 
And on the block he hud his neck, 

Was whiter than the milk. 

# 

Says, Strike the blow, ye headsman boy, 

And that right speedilie ; 
It*s ner^r be said here gaes a kfiigdt. 

Was ance condemn^ to die. ^ 
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The head was ta*en ftae youvf; WtUn^ 
And mony team for him shed ; 

But mair did mourn for fidr MargareCy 
Aa raving,. she lyes mad. ' 



Fair lady Isabel sits in her bower sewing. 

Aye as the gowans grow gay ; 
There she heard an elf-knight blawing his boniy 

The first morning in May. 

If I had yon horn that I hear blawing. 

Aye as the gowans grow gay ; 
And yon elf-knight to sleep in my bosom. 

The first morning in May. 

This maiden had scarcely these words spoken. 

Aye as the gowans grow gay ; 
Till in at her window the elf-knight has liqppeD, 

The first morning in May. 

Its a Tery strange matter, fair mwden, aaid he. 

Aye as the gpwans grow gay, 
I canna^ blaw my bom, bat ye eaU.qa 

The first morning in May. 



But will je.jgo to yop greenwood 8idie» 

Aye as thegowans grow gay ? 
If ye canna'* ga^^g* • I ^'^ cause yoa to ri(% 

The first morning in May. 

He lef^f^ on a hprse, and she on anoth^, 

Aye as the gowans grow gay ; 
And. they rode on to the greenwood togetbet,. 

The first morning in May. 

Light down, light down, lady Isabel, siud he. 

Aye as the gowans grow gay ; 
We are come to the place where ye are to die^ 

The first morning in May. 

Ha*e mercy, ha^'e mercy, kind sir, on me. 

Aye as the gowans grow gay ; 
Till ance my dear father and mother I see. 

The fir$t molding in IVfoy , 

Seven kings^ daughters here hae J jlain. 

Aye as the gowansgrow gay ; 
And ye shall be. the eight o^ the^, • 

The first momii^ in May. - r. 

O tit down a, while,'lay your hqad.QQ,i)9y^k^iee, 

Aye as the gowan8.£|:pw,gay.; 
That we imy h^..9oxxie re«t before, th^ I fiie, 

The first moc^iiur. in A^^y. 
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She stroaVd him sae fa5t, the nearer he did cS'eep, 

Aje as the gowans grow gay ; 
Wr a sma^ charm she lulled him fast asleep. 

The first morning in May. 

Wi^ his ain sword belt sae fast as she ban^ him, 

Aye as the gowans grow gay ; 
wr his am dag-durk sae sair as she dang him, 

The first morning in May. 

If seven Idngs^ daughters here ye ha^e slain, 

Aye as the gowans grow gay, 
Lye ye here, a husband to them a**. 

The first morning in May. 



The lady stands in her bower door. 
As straight as willow wand ; 

The blacksmith stood a little forebye, 
Wi' hammer in his hand. 

Weel may ye dress ye, lady fidr. 

Into your robes o* red. 
Before the mom lit this same time, 

Til gain your mudenhead. 
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Awa', awa', ye ooal-black-sihith, . 

Wou^d ye do me the wrang, 
To think to gain my maidenhead, 

That I hae kept sae lang. 

« 

Then she has hadden up her band, 

And she sware by the mold, 
I wu'dna be a blacksmith's wife, 

For the full o* a chest o' gold. 

rd rather I were dead and gone. 

And my body laid in grave. 
Ere a rusty stock o' coal-black-smith, 

My maidenhead shou'd have. 

But he has hadden up his hand, 

And he sware by the mass, 
m cause ye be my light leman. 
For the hauf o"* that and less. 
C%0fw.—O ttde, lady, bide. 

And aye he bade her bide ; 
The rusty smith your leman shall be, 
' For a' ybur muckle pride. 

Then die became a turtle dow. 
To fly up in the air ; * 

And he became another dow, 

• •• 

And they flew pair and pair. ; ' ^ 
O bide, lady, bide, &c; 



She turn'd.borsdl into an eel. 

To swim into yon burn ; 
And he becaoie a speckled trput. 

To gie the eel a turn. 

O bide, lady, bide, &c. 

Then she became a duck, a duck. 

To puddle in a. peel ; 
And he became a rose.kmm'^d drake. 

To gie the duck a dreel. 

O b^dej lady,^ bid^ &p. 

She turned hersell into a ha^e. 

To rin upon ypn hill ; 
Aud he became a gude grey hound. 

And boldly be did fill. 

O bide, lady, bide, .&c. 

Then she became a gay^grey ii)#re, - 

And stood in yonder dack ; 
And. he became a gilt ^ddle, 
Aud i^t upqn her back. 
Choru8.jf*Wjai» sbe.wae, he held her 8ae» 
And still he bade her bide ; 
Tbe.^sty-^mith her Icfnan ww» 
For a' her.muokle pride. 

Then she bec^e a |)et g^dle, 
And he beomae ja cfdce ; 
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And a* the wayi abetuni'd tiendlf 
The blacksmith was her make. 
Was die wae, &c 

She turned hersell into a ship. 
To sail out ower the flood; 

He ca'ed a nail intill her tail, 
Ajod syne the jhip die stood. 
Was die vae, &c. 



Thep she became a nlken jdaid. 

And stretched upon a bed ; 
And he became a green ooyering. 
And gained her maiden-head. 
Chorussy^yfss she wae, he held her sae. 
And stifl he bade her bide; 
The rusty osmith her leman 
For a* her muckle pride. 



CtUtie <)^Ut 



Ladj ^Muoe eits in her chamjkr^ 
Sewing at her silken seam» 

A chain of gold fpr ChUde Ow\^ 
As he jpoen out axid ;in. 



But it fell anee upon a day, 

She unto him did say ; 
Ye must cuckold Lord Ronald, 

For a^ his lands and ley. 

O cease, forbid. Madam, he says. 
That this shouM e^er be done ; 

How would I cuckold Lord Ronald, 
And me his sister^s son ? 

Then she*s tsCen out a little penlaiife, 

That lay below her bed; 
Put it below her green stay^s cord. 

Which made her body bleed. 

Then in it came him, Lord Ronald, 

.Hearing his lady^i moan; 
What blood is this, my dear, be says. 
That sparks on the fire stone? 

Young Childe Owlet, your sister^s son. 
Is now gane frae my bower ; 

If I hadna been a good woman, 
rd been tDhilde Owlet's whore. 

. • • • 

Then he has ta'en him, Childe Owlet, 

Laid him'in prison strong ; 
And all his men a council held. 

How they wou^d work him wrong. 



Some said, they wou^d Childe Owlet hang; 

Some said they wou'd him bum ; 
Some said they wou^d have Childe Owlet 

Between wild horses torn. 

There are horses in your stabks stand. 

Can run -right speedifie; ■ 
Aiid ye will to your stable go» 

And wile out four for me. 



They put a fool to ilks foot, 

Ajid ane to ilka hand ; 
And sent them down to Darling muir, . 

As fast as they oouM gang*. . 

There was not a kow in Darling muir, ^ 

Nor ae pieoe o* a rind, 
But drappit o' Clulde Owkt^s hlude» 

And pieces o* bis skin. 

There was not a kow in Darfing muir,' 

Nor ae piece6'*a rash; 
But drapi^t o' Childe Owlet's blude. 

And pieces o^ his fle&ib. 



<rt)e Sent tme StoUitu 

Between my love and.ine:; 
There are dgfat c^ them iii:gude iky. land. 
And other eight by se& . i 

Bedde me Iife^ betide merdeetb^ 

My love Fll gang anS see ; 
Althoi* her firiends tbey dame bale» 

Her love is great fior me.. 



ooat.ru malBei.boaty 
And o* my sarkiawsail $ 
And b* my canOLa^de^tapmast^. 
Dry land till I ooine tilL 

TboD c? Us -ooat heVmadoia cbnat, . 

And o^ his sark.ff saU*; 
And o^ Ina CMie.a gudetapmaat^ 

Dry land till became iSL 

He is on to Annie's bower door. 

And tirled at the pin;— 
O deep ye, wake ye, my love, Anni^ 

Ye*ll rise lat me oome in. 






SI 

who is this at my bower doblfi 
Sae well that k^s my name I 

It is your true lote, sweet WilHe^ 
For you Tve crossed the faemi 

1 am dee{>ly sworn, WiUiey 
By father and by mtother ; 

At Urk or market where we mtet'^ 
We dar^na own each other; 

And I am deeply sworn, WiHie^ 
By my bauld bi^hets three; 

At Idrk or miarket wherd we meet, 
I dar^na speak to thee; 

Ye take your red'fan in youif faabdi 
Yoiir white fan ower your een ; - 

And ye may swear, and sav« yotat oitfi^ 
Ye saw^na me come in; 

Y^take me in your arms twa, ' 
And carry me to your \kA%' 

And ye may swear, and savii your oilU^ 
Your bower I never tread. 

She^s ta'*en hisr red fan in:her hand^ • 
The white fan ower her een.; 

It was tor swear and save her oiltfr, 
She saw'na him oome ixL 
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She's taVn bim in ber amis twaE^ 
And carried him to her bed ; 

It was to swear and save her oath. 
Her bower he pever tread. 

They hadna.kissM nor love clapped. 
As lovers do when they meet ; 

Till up it waukens her mother, 
Out o' her drowsy sle^. . / 

Win up, win up, my three bauld sons, 
Win up and make ye boun** ; 

Your sister's lover^s in her bower. 
And he^s but new come in. 

Then up it raise her three bauld sons, 
Ai^ girt to them thdr brand ; 

^nd they are to thdr aster^s bower 
As fast as they couM gang. 

When they came to their oster^s bower. 
They sought it up and down ; 

.Bui tbae was neither man nor boy. 
In her bower to be/oun\ 

Th^ out it qpeaks the first o' them, 
WeU gang and lat her be ; 

For thwe is ndther man nor boy 
IntUl her conaqpanie. 
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Then out it speaks the second son^ 

Our travel's a* in vain ; 
But^mother dear, nor father dear. 

Shall break our rest again. 

Then out it speaks the third o' them, 
(An ill death mat he die !) 
k' We'll lurk amang the bent sae brown, 
That Willie we may see. 

He stood behind his lovers curtains. 
His goud rings show'd him light ; - 

Aifd by this ye may a' weell guess, 
He was a renowned knight. 

fle's done him to his love's stable, 
Took out his berry-brown steed ; 

His- love stood in her bower door. 
Her heart was like to bleed. 

» O mourn ye for my coming, love ? 
Or for my short staying ? 
Or mourn ye for our safe sind'ring. 
Case we never meet f\gain ? 

I mourn nae for your here comings 
Nor ibr your staying lang ; 

Nor mourn I for our safe sind'ring, 

I hope we*ll meet again. 
VOL. I. D 



I w'uk ft mtny wm mA 9m9f^ 

And safely fm« tbft U>wo; 
For keQ you not lay bfotheci thiw 

Are ^mapg the bent 9«e bfowik 

If I were on wy Wry^browo steeds 
And three miles fme the town, 

I woudna feai: your three bavld bcQtb«r8» 
Amang tbe beat sae bro wo« 

He leint him ower bja saddle bowv. 

And kis^'d her lips sae ^weet k 
The tears that fell between theses twi^ 

They wftt his great steed'ft feel* 

But he waspa on bis berry-brQWR stided^ 

Nor twa p>iles frae the towa. 
Till up it starU these three 6eroe men* 

Amang the b^nt m^ brown^ 

Then up they qam^ like thr^ fierce temf 

Wi' mony shout and cry ; 
Bide^sUUt bide still, ye cowardly yootb^ 

What nujci^ your ba&te away } 

For I inuat know be^ure you gG^ : 

Tell ine» ^d make nae lie \wm 

If ye\e been in my sister^s bawd^ 
My bands sball gar j« <&»» 
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Tho^ Pre Men in your sisfcar's bownr^ 

I have nae fear o*thee ; 
rU stand my ground, and fierody figh^ 

And shall gain victarie. 

Now I entreat yon for to stay^ 

Unto us gie a wad ; 
If ye our words do not obey, 

I^se gar your body bleed. 

I have nae wad, says sweet Willie^ 

Unless it be my brand ; 
And that shall guard my fair bodyt 

Till I ma fiae your hand. 



Then twa o^them stept in 

All in a furioufi meed ; 
The third o' them came him before. 

And seized his berry*brown slaed. 



O then he drew his trusty brand. 
That hang down by his gare; 

And he has dam these three fieroe 
And left them aprawling theni. 



Then word has gane to her mother. 
In bed where she dept soun* : 

That Willie had kiU'd her three bauld 
Amang the bent aaa facomu 



Then the has cut the lodes that hung^ 

Sa» low down by her ee ; 
S^ has she kiltit her green cUdthing- 

A little aboon her knee. 

And she has on to the king*s court. 

As fast as gang couM she ; 
When fair Annie got word o' that. 

Was there as soon as she. 

Her mother when before the king, 

Fell low down on her knee : 
Win up, win up, my dame, he said. 

What is your will wT me ? 

My wills they are not sma\ my liege. 

The truth Til tell to thee : 
There is ane o' your courtly knights 

Last night hae robbed me. 

And has he broke your bigly bowers, 

Or has .he stole your fee ? 
There is nae knight into my court 

Last night has been fr ae me ; 

Unless 'twas Willie o' Lauderdale, 
Forbid that it be be ! 
/ And by my sooth, says the auld womaiiy 
That very man is he. 



For he, has. broke ihy bigly b^wef s; ^fi 

Apd he .has stole my fee ; 
And miuk[ my datighi;er, Ann, a ^hqip, 

And an. ill woman is she. 

That was not all he did to me, 

Ere he went frae the town ; 
My sons sae true he fiercely slew, 

Amang the bent sae browiu 

Then out it spake her daughter Anit^ ; 

She stood by the king^s knee ; 
Ye lie, ye lie, my mother dear, 
. Sae loud'^s I hear you lie. 

He has not brpke your bigly bowers, \ 

Nor. has he stole your fee; 
Nor made your daughter, Ann, a whpre, 

A good woman I'l^be. 

Altho^ he slew your three bauld sons, * 

He weel might be forgien ; 
They were well clad in armour bright. 

Whan my love was him lane. 

Well spoke, well spoke, the king replied, 

This tauking pleases me ; 
For 9f^ kiss o? your lovely mouth, 

rU s^t your true love free. . , , 
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8hft*)l taeii the king in het ams, 
And ki8s*d him cheek and chin ; 

He then set her behind her love. 
And they went singing hame. 



liy boy was scarcely ten years auld. 
Whan he went to an unco land. 

Where wind never blew, nor cocks ever crew, 
Ohon ! for my son, Leesome Brand, 

Awa* to that king's court he went. 
It was to serve for meat an* fee ; 

Gude red gowd it was his hire. 
And lang in that king's court stay'd he. 

He hadna been in that unco land. 
But only twalimonths twa or three ; 

Till by the glancing o* his ee, 
He gain'd the love o' a gay ladya 

This ladye was scarce eleven years aiild. 
When on her love she was nght bauld; 

She was scarce up to my right knee^ 
When oft in bed wi^ men I'm taidd. 



But whw siM Molldltf iriirci (5dtM fl(dd jgaoc, 
Tbi» Ittdye^s face lurti'd pale Uhd watl#^ 
To LMf0m6 Bmnd i^ then did sayi 
In thU plaoe I can t|&e fnair stay* 

Yifc d» y<iu «d tfly -fetW-i* staWef, 

Where steeds dd dtand baith wight and able ; 

Strike ane </ them upo^ th^ hkckj 

The ikwtftest wUl gie hh h^ad h ^&p. ^ 

Ye take bita out upo' thd gi^n^ 
And get him saddled and bridled seen i 
Get ane for yon, anith^r fbir tti^, 
And lat us ride out 6Wet the ke. 

Ye do you td my mdtherVcoffer,- 
And out of it ye'U take my tochef ; 
Therein are sixty thousand p6undd. 
Which all to me by right belongs^ 

He's done him to her iitber's stable, 
Where steeds stood bjUth. wicht and able; 
Then he strake. ane Upon the back^ 
The swifteiM gae bii bead % trap^ 

He's tafen hhii oat tspo' tile green^ 
And:gpt him laddled and bi>idied seen; 
Ank for lmU| and another for bjer^ 
To cany them bidtb wi' might ami vbm. 
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He'* done bim to her moth^r^s cafcr. 
And there he's taen his love's todber ; 
Wherein were sixty thousand pouifd. 
Which all to her by right belonged. 

When they had ridden about six mile. 
His true love then began to fiul ; 

wae's me, said that gay ladye, 

1 fear my back will gang in three ! 

O gin I had but a gude midwife, 
Here this day to save my life ; 
And ease me o' my misery, 
O dear how happy I wou'd be ! 

My love, weVe far frae ony town. 
There is nae midwife to be foun' ; 
But if ye'U be content wi' me, 
I'll do for you what man can dee. 

For no, fer no, this maunna be, 
Wr a ngh, replied this gay ladye; 
When I endure my grief and pain. 
My companie ye maun refrain. 

Ye'U take your arrow and your bow, 
And ye will hunt the deer and roe ; 
Be sure ye touch not the white hynde, 
F<Mr she is o' the woman kind. 
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;^lbcik.«i9pbiitiiiieind6crfuiidhie| ;v 
Till he forgot Us gay ladye ; ) 

Till by it cfune that milk-white hynde^.. 
And dien he mind, on his ladye syne. 

^e hasted him to yon greenwood Uree, 
For to relieve his gay ladye ; 
But found his ladye lying dead, 
Likeways her young son at her head. 

His motharlay ower her castle wa\ 
And she bdield baith dale and down ; 

And she beheld young Leesome Brand, 
As he came riding to the town. 

Get minstrels for to play, she said, 
And dancers to dance in my room ; 

For here comes my son, Leesome Brand, 
And he comes merrilie to the town. 

Seek nae minstrels to play, mother, 

Nor dancers to dance in your room ; 
But tho^ your son eomes, Leesome Brand, 
; Yet he comes sony to the town. 

O I hae lost my gowdeli knife, . 
: I mther had lost my ain sweet life ; . 
And I hae lost a better thing. 
The gilded sheath that it was in. 



Ar» ibdie me gcmdmidii )itre ia Kft^ 

Can make to you a.aithcr knife t 

Are there nae sheath^akert in th^ land. 

Can make a sheath to Leesome Brand ? 

Thei*e are nae gowdsmithft here in 'Biik^ 
Can make me sic a gowden knife ; 
Nor nae sheath^makers in the land. 
Can make to me a sheath again. 

There ne^er was man in Scotland bottle 
.OrdainM to be so much forlorn; 
Pve lost my ladye I lov'd 8ae dear, 
Likeways the son she did me bear« 

Put in your hand at my bed bead^ 
There ye'Il find a gude grey horn ; 

In it three draps o' Saint Paul's ain blades 
. That hae been there un' he was bom. 

Drap ixm d them o* your ladye, 
. And ane upo' your little young son ; 
; Tiitfn as lively they will be 

As the fint night ye brought them hame. 

He put lus hand at her bed bead^ 
And there he found 4 gude greyhor^; 

Wr three driq^ o' Saint Paul's «n bkide, 
Thai had betn thefe sm^he waftberit 
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Then be &npfd t#a <m faii1«lf6^ 
And ane o* them on his young son ; 

And now they do as lively be, 
As the first day he iHrougbt them hama. 



Clerk Tamas lovVl her, fidr Annici 
As well as Mary lov^d her son $ 

But now he hates her, fair Annie, 
And hates the lands that she lives in* 

Ohon» alas ! siud Fair Annie, 
AUs ! this day I fear Til die ; 

But I will on to sweet Tamas, 
And see gin he will pity me. 

As Tamas lay-ower his slwtt window^ ' 
Just as the sun was gaen down^. 

There he beheld her, fair Annie, ' ' 
Ab she came walking to the towijl. 

O where are a*^ my well-inght men, • 
I wat, that I pay meat and fee^ 

For to lat a' my hounds gang looie, ^ 
To hmnl this vile wbore to the sei^ 



The hoaods they knew the lAdj welK 
And nane o^ them they wouM her bite ; 

Sare ane that is ca''d Gaudy. where, 
I wat he did the lady smite. 

wae mat worth ye, Gaudy-where, 
An ill reward this is to me. 

For ae bit that I gae the lave, 
I'm very sure Tve gi'en you three. 

For me, alas ! there^s nae remeid. 
Here comes the day that I maun die ; 

1 ken ye lovM your master well, 
And sae, alas ! for me, did I ! 

A captain lay ower his ship window. 
Just as the sun was gaen down ; 

There he beheld her, fair Annie, 
As she was hunted frae the town. 

Gfn ye^n forsake father and mither. 
And sae will ye your friends and kin. 

Gin ye^U forsake your lands sae broad. 
Then come and I will take you in. 

Yes, ril forsake baith father and mither. 
And sae will I my friends and kin. 

Yes, PU forsake my lands sae broad, ' 
And oome, gin ye will take me in» 
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Then a* thing gaed frae fouse Tanuu^ 
And there was naething byde him wi* ; 

Then he thought lang for Arranddla^ 
It was fair Annie for to see. 

How do ye now, ye sweet TamasP 
And how gaes a^ in your oountrie ? 

I'll do better to you than ever I've done. 
Fair Annie, gin ye'U come an' see. 

O Guid forbid, said fair Annie, 
That e^er the like fa^ in my hand ; 

WouM I forsake my lun gude lord. 
And follow you, a gae-through-land ? 

Yet never-the-Iess, now sweet Tamas, 
Ye'll drink a cup o' wine wi' me; 

And mne 'times in the live lang day. 
Your fair claithing shall changed bew 

Fair Annie pat it till her cheek, 
Sae did she till her milk-white chin, 

Sae did she till her flattering lips. 
But never a drap o* wine gaed in. - 

Tamas pat it till his cheek, ' ' 

Sae did h6 tm his dimpled chin ; > 

He pat it till his rosy lips. 
And then the well p' wine gaed in. 
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These pflins^ nid lie, are ill to bide; 
. ' Here is the day that I maun die ; 
O take this cup frae me, Annie* 
For o* the same I am weary. 

And sae was I» o^ you, Tamas, 
When I was hunted to the sea ; 

Bui I^ae gar bury you in state. 
Which is nuur than ye'd done to m^ 



f te €ttteen of ^cottotOi. 

O Troy Muir, my lily flowery 

An asking I'll ask thee ; 
Will ye come to my bigley bower» 

Aliddrink the wine wi' me ? 

My dame, this is too much honour 
You have conferr''d on me; 

Fm sure it's mair than I've descr^M 
Frae sica one t^ thee. 

In Beekie^s towers I ha'ts n bowsiy 
And piotures roimd it set ; 

There is a bed thai is wiell mack 
Wh^ you mi I liviU sleep. 



O God forbidi llii9 ycmtli aen Hilt • 
That ever I dm m blame « 

Afi ever to touch tbe queeiCs hodk^ 
Altho' the iuog's firae hftme. 

When that he had ttiem wqtd$ npekHH^ 

She secifetly did say ;— • 
Some evil I shall work thia nan^ 

Before that U ba day. 

Whan a* her maidy were gaae to bed> 
And knights were gane fVae halne i 

She caird upou young Tray Mtiiiv 
To put &re in her room^ 

An. aekiing^ asking, Troy Muift 
An asking y e'll grant me ; 

O^ if it W a lawful thiag» 
My dame it's graated biou 

There ia a atan^ in yoo gardiQO> 

Nae ane lifts it for me ; 
But if thai ye wou'd lift the aamot 

A brave man TU ea' tbe^i 

Under j^ etone there ift a» pt^ 

Mo|t 4re99y liw to aoe ; 
Aai Jiik it tbeieV a9 much ted gawd 

As buy « 4iliMdMi fo tfanw 



if t had ae sleep m bed, vi 
And saw the morning stm ;* 

As scon's I rise and see the skies. 
Your will it shall be. done. 

When birds did sing, and sun did rise. 
And sweetly sang the lark ; 

Troj Muir to the garden went. 
To work this dreary wark. 

He'd ta^en the stane dien by a ring, 

And Hfted manfuUie ; 
A serpoit that lang wanted meat. 

Round Troy Muir^s middle did flee. 

How shall I get rid o' this foul beast, 
ICs by it I must dee ; 

1 never thought the queen, my friend, 
Wou'd work tiiis mischief to me. 

But by there came a weelfair'd may. 

As Troy Muir did tauk ; 
The serpent's furious rage to lay. 

Cut aif her fair white pap. 

As soon as she the same had done. 
Young Troy Muir was set free ; 

And In ane hour thd wound was healed 
That nae mair pain had die. •. • > 
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Says Troy Mair, My lily flower, 

Ye ha^e released me ; 
But before I see another day, 

My wedded wife ye'se be. 

He married her on that satne day, - 
Brought her tp his ain hame ; 

A lovely son to him she bare, • 
When full nine months were gane. 

As heaven was pleas'd, in a short time, 
To ease her first sad pain ; • 

Sae was it pleas'd, when sheM a son. 
To ha'e a pap £^in. 



(Tte €arl of fttar'jes 3DftU0t|t«r, 

It was iiititt a; pfeasaht time," /- ' ^ 

Upon a ^mmer> day,' 
The noble. Earl of Mar's daughter 

Went forth to sport and play. 

» 
As thus she did amuse herseD, 

Below a green ^k tree,. 

There she saw a sprightly ^doo 

Set on a tower sae hie. * 
VOL. I. E 
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Lata'3rqujrf<^y^^ 
Mind g^ HQt op yQ^r iwftle dop 
Last d^ yc JbuQught ^' -Uieer? 

O ten j»e awr, youftg pjafl, Jlhe Wfl| 
This dofts A}jpri9e:^,Q09r; 

Wh{it<9Qiuitry.ha*eyie.cQnie &ii^f 
What pedigree «]^ youP 

My jrmtbar ik^w.on fardgn iatos^ 
She h^ iBaa iMir but ^ ; 

Slje ds A>queai io' K^akh and ^tate. 
And ^uA .and ibigh .degree. 

Likeiwe tWeU vskiU'd ki magic .speUa^ 

As ye may plainly ,aefi ; 
A^ ^e Inm^rmfd lae to ,jfm Aiife^ 

To charm sudi maidBasdiee. 

I am a^doo the £ye lacig.day^ 
A sptTgbtly youth at {ligjtit ; 

This ^e .gars gie appear mair fiiir 
In a fair maiden's og^t. 



And it ^asdbut this verra^y 
That I came x) war i&e «ea ; 

Your lovely face did me^eodiant^- 
ril live and dee vi' thee. 
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O Cow-meHJoo, my luve sae true, 
Nae miur frae me. ye'se gael 

Thaf 8 never my intent, my luve. 
As ye said, it shall be sa^. 

O Cow-me-doo, my luve sae true^ 

It's time to gae to bed. * 
Wi' a' my heart, my dear marrow, 

It's be as ye ha'e said. 

Then he has staid in bower wi' her 
For sax lang years and ane. 

Till sax young sons to him she bare. 
And the seventh she's brought hame. 

But aye as ever a child was born^ 

He carried them away ; 
And brought them to his mither'*s isare. 

As fast a& he cont'd fly. 

Thus he has staid in bower wi^ her 
For twenty y^ars and three ; 

There came a lord o^ high renown 
To court this fisdr ladie. 

But still his proffer she refused^ 

And a** his presents too; 
Says, Fm contait to live alane ' ' 

Wi' my birdy Cow-me-doo. 
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Her falher swareA soUmn joath 
Amang the aobles all,' 

The mom, or ere I eat dc jdbdnk, 
This bird I wUl gar.kilL . 
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The bird was sitting in.hi^icage. 
And heard jvfrhat they did: say ; 'C 

And whpn he found they wejbe.diamifift,' 
Says, Waes me for this day. . 

Before that I do langer stay^ 

And thus to be forlorn,' 
I^U gang unto my mither^s bower^ 

Where I was bred and bom. 

Then Co^-me^doo took fl^ht and flew 
Beyond the raging sea ; , 

And lighted near his mither^s castle 
On a tower o!^wdsae hie. . 

• 

As his mither was wauking but, 
To see what she oou^d see ; 

And there she saw her little son 
Set on the tower sae hie. ' 

Get dancers here to dance, i^ said, 

And minstrells for to play;; 
For harems my young son, Florentine, 

Come hare wi' me to' stay. 
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Get nae dimceiB'to daw^ niAsfr 
Nor minstrells for to pli^'; 

For the milfier o" my swsA'soofi^ 
The moni'» her 



O tell loe^ tdl mc^ Fbk^tbiei 
Tell me^ lind trii nie tnife ;- 

Tdl me tMi day without a' flaw, 
What r wttl do fin^ you^ 



Instead of danoemto'daiiee^ 
Or minstrdJa'foir to pb^;' 

Turn finir^ahd-twenty wall^wight meii 
like 8tods4 in feathdrs'gra^ ;< 

My seven* sons in-se^eii sirHns, 
Aboon thdr heads to flee^; 

And I, myseU^ a gi^ gos^haivk, 
A bird o* High dqgcee. 



Then ncUm? said the queen* 
That thing\( too high fdr me;/ 

But she apphtel to ah auld womaiij 
Who had maiir afcUl thah^diei 

Instead o' dameei g to ^dancea dance» 
Or minstrelii^ fot to'jday^; 

Four-aad^twctaty waB^ht men* 
Tum'd bixdro''feath^ grayt; 
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met seven sons iii s^^H s^dh!^ 

Aboon theur B^di^ f6 fffe ; 
And he, hiiiiB^n, d ^y goKHJAWk/ 

A bird o' brgh' d^gt?(i& 

Beyohd'thS taj^ti^^^' 
And ktitfedl i&^ Ai^ I!!^A I&lr*8 c^ih. 
Took «Mter 1^' ^ety tte&. 

-They ^d»^ a'ffoik b' pifefty Bfi^«* 

Right doiifeiy to^ b^ ^n ;« 
;The people vie^d*tli?em #i' siit^i?i«e 

As they dahki'd <rf/ die gite^: 

These birds ascended fiae the tree, 

And lighted on the ha' ; 
And at the last wi' force did flee . 

The storkft" lll&re seized sdibe o* ihe men, 
Th^y' cto'd Mth^^ <^if libr ^ ; 

The swans tB^ bbuhd Chd BHd^s best man 
Below a: gt^ aik tite. 

They lighted* iT^ff ^ir mUdtos fa!r, 
llhsk oh ttef birifl&ls otirii' R^atT ; 

And wi' the t\Wfti!mg o* an ^c. 
The l^iritl^ and them were fled; 
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There's ancient men at weddings beeo» 

For sixty years or more ; 
But sic a curious wedding-day 

They never saw before. 

For naething cou'd the ccnapanie do. 
Nor naething cou'd they say ; 

But they saw a flock o^ pretty birds 
That took their bride away. 

When that Earl Mar, he came to know, 
Where his dochter did stay; 

He sign'd a bond o' unity. 
And visdts now they pay. 



Oeatf) of ilotti W^xnsAon. 

My mother was an ill woman, * 
In fifteen yeai:5 she married me ; 

I hadna wit to guide a man, 
Alas ! Ul counsel guided me. 

Warriston, O Warriston, 

I wish that ye may ank for dn ; 

1 was but bare fifteen years auld, 
Whan first I entered your yates within. 
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I hadna been a month married^ ^ 

Till my gude lord went to the sea ; 

I bare a bairn.ere he came hame. 
And set it on the nourice knee.; . 

But it fell ance upon a day^ 

That my gude lord returned ixom flea ; 
Then I did dress in the best array. 

As blythe as ony bird on tree. 

I took my young son in my arms. 
Likewise my nouriee me forebye ; r 

And I went dpwn to yon shore side. 
My gude lord^s yessel I m^ht spy. 

My lord he stood upon the deck, 
I wy te he hailed me courteouslie ; 

Ye are thrice welcome, my lady gay, 
Whase aught that bairn on your knee ? 

She turn'd her right and round about. 
Says, Why take ye sic dreads o' me ? 

Alas ! I was too young married. 
To love another man but thee. 

Now hold your tongue, my lady gay, 
Nae mair falsehoods ye^U tell to me ; 

This bonny bsdrn is not mine, 
You\e loved another while I was on sea. 



In disoonteiit) Hica hoxoi^ dfab Weiit, 
And tiyeitktekt AlA'liSk f^r ^e; 

Says, Of aSs wrefefi'fH 6^ revei^, 
For these &ai*s6 WordB Hi^k AM to nie. 

She's oonnseird -^ ief tiMt^^ fherirdid^ 

Bad was ffi^'oiiuidbeltibbn h^lf^y^;-^^ 
It was to gb^ &dr^de I(»d'49E^. 

The nomke ibbit fSHe'iil&eSi in' Kaiid; 

I wat she v^aiiMrUB, piSH fi^ Mi 
She km< tter hMy abtf t!h^ loop^ sSe r^ 

Wffidh i^iti' dkr go^ t&ir ybin^ loM dee. 

His brother lay' ht a? ^nk' It«ttf by, 
Ala^f ti^altiA^hrH^ ^Ifept ^60^ itotiii' ; 

But th^ he yMLeh'^ ^ a'^ir^, 
f fiar tiy VidSiisfs ][)tiiti^ d6Wn. 

O get line cadt atidcabdle fighi^ 
Atid get ia^ ibia^ gud^ebm^d^^ ; 

But before tSib lig&^ w^ biobght, 
Warriston' he ^tfi* gjliit deel 

The/ve tafeii tHfe liufy ^A fkilse nbtiric^ 
In pi^soh stir6bg^ itihf lia'^ th^^ boutf ; 

The nourice sh^ ^Ik^ h^o' llei^, 
But the bonhy hidy tt)lt in sivbob. 
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In it camelier ImAer dear, 
And aye a m&ynum witf he'; 

I wou'd ^e a' the li^dft'I hfeiryi 
O bonnji? Jteafr, tb'bfaito^ tK^: 



O bonrow^i»i^bfaCll6i^, 

O borra^M' shall I MV^ b6y 
For I gart kiUniy afin^guddldtd^^ 

And life »r na^ ^IfiMiike i2>'iiM!^ 
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In it came her m(kberde9r^ 
I wyte 8*sOh^inimla]i'wiis sHe;^ 

I wou'd ffe my jrhits nAxt6e and ^blrd; 
O bonny Jeaa^ tobotibW ihe^ 

Borrow ihfe motiief,: bbrn>\^ me,*^' 

borrowed shafl I net^ber-^ 
For I gart kill my atn ^A&l&M;^ 

And lii^%' now nae pI^Mite to lii^. 

Then in it catHe her fath^d^^ 

1 wyt^ a' aMry" mah #air hfe ; 
Says, OhcHi I aUs ! mys bbimy Jkfh, 

If I had ycy^'ar hane^^' m^. 

SeTen dkt^tmrl^ba^e left at h^«; 

As £ur wttmenai ftir caa^b^; 
But I wou'd gi'e them ahlf by ane^ 

O bomy^ Jteail^ to l)or)M>tr th^. 
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borrow me father, borrov me,*'^ 
O borrowed shall I never be; 

1 that is worthy o^ the death. 

It is but right that I shou'd dee. 

Then out it speaks the king himseU} 
And aye as he steps in the fleer; 

Says, I grant you your life, lady. 
Because you are of tender year. 



A boon, a boon, my Jiege the.kiqg, 
The boon I ask, ye'U grant to me. 

Ask on, ask on, my bonny Jean, 
Whatever ye ask iCs granted be. . . 

Cause take me out at night, at night* 

Lai not the sun upon me shine ; 
And take me to yon heading hill, 

aff this dowie head o* mine. . 



Ye'U take me out atn^t, at n^t. 
When there are nane to gaae and see ; 

And ha^e me to yon heading hill. 
And ye^U ^or head me speedilia 



They Ve ta'en ha out at nine at night, 
lioot not the sun upon her shine; 

And had her to yon heading hill. 
And headed her baith neat and fine. 
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Then out it speaks the king himsel), 
I wyte a sorry man was he ; 

I've traveffd east, Pve travelPd west, 
And sailed far beyond the sea, 

But I never saw a woman^s face 
I was sae sorry to see dee. 

But Warriston was s^ to blame. 
Fop slighting o' his lady so; 

He had the wy te o** his ain death. 
And bonny lady's overthrow. 



O we were seven bonny rasters. 
As fair women as fmr could be. 

And some got lairds, and some got lords. 
And some got knights cf high degree ; 

When I was married to Earl Crawford, 
This was the'fate befell to me. 

When we had been married for dome time, 
We walked' in our garden ^een ; - 

And aye he clapped his young son's head. 
And aye he' made sae much o' him. 
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And aye ti^te Jbf^tJbe Ji>l^k jn ^my e;e ^ 
Ye thiqk §Si|a«|c)i tf ryoiy yop^g ^od 
As ye.#9 p' ijiy fyifc ^y. 

What need ye f^ frgyr ypung K|n^ ^ead^ 
What need ye make so much o' him f 

What n^ jte ^p yp^r ywog^op?? b^ ? 
Tm sure jtp gji^ im y^W Jaw- 

O if I gotn|^44|9 j;ay ]ane, 

Show here the man that helped me ; 
And for these words your ain mouth spoke, 

H^ o** my land he ne^ar shaU be. 

He call'd vfmUBjtaUiejgwm9 
To come to him right qpeedilie; 

6ae saddle.^ 9$g||l^ J^jf^^qtd, 
Besu^»3ie^it:ifi#ie. 

And send^,99 ^ Ipc^py ^Ic^', 
All her relations for to see. 

Her mpij^ Ivm^fifS^ m% 

Atu^ flhf* hf hffli^ biitli dale ii^tid down i 

JS"'1« ^ UU *, IzlliSV ElU 1 Tins T*Snr ^STPf 7 

As she came riding to the town. 
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Come hegfyfxn^ h^^m kwbf^ ^ffft. 
This dflr ye SQ5 «9t 9^t J f^e; 

F«f here ther? fx^i^ h^, J^Oy fjf^y^fyfd, 
Bidmg j^ qgW ihe Iq?, 

When dM/9>IW Jp ^^ %ji»^* yaftg. 

She tlrled g^t^y |ft jU^ pio ; 
If ve slfiGik anEake, imr jnoitber dear« 

VHiat newf^ xh^ flfflli» JA 1*4? GW»i»^f 
That y e fxwffi h^ pft Iwyrt^ f 

Bad news, l^ n«;9^ my nq^€9P ^IW, 
For my gude Iqrd^^ l^n»||»W i»Q» 

O wae^s me ffir jSOIt {4$iy {^XaKlM* 
Tlu4 i^ H 4Qi^e ye ]|p.|p§; 

Alas ! yqu ,i9f«? ^ yWPg IWIl^ 
To thole ipp 59K)M wd ffWiQigi;. 

O had your toRgne, njrnfitlier itoTt 

It wa^ ft SlPi!^ my IR^I^ ipgi^ Q)i]l6r 
That 9in4^ lliy 9«^ )^ 1^ p^ 

Aye as he e^ ^ ^ ftxyr ^ 
My sbte^ I4UJif9 m^ liffil ^l^fe^ 
When Satl (Smr £ni^ «^ed bfi « Tto^ 
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But hlkd your toAgue, niy sister dear; 

And ye^ lat V your i!dbumitig bee ; 
rU wed you to '88 fine a knight,' ' '- * 

That is nine tunes as rich as hee. 

O had your tongue, my brither dear, 
And ye^ll lajta* -your folly bee ; 

rd rather yae Uss o' ^€rawford^s mouth 
Than a^his gowd and white moitte. 

But saddle to m^ my .riding steed, 
And see hirai saddled -speediiie ; 

And L will on to Earl Crawford^ 
And see if he will pity me. 

Earl Crawf<»d lay o^er castle wa\ 
And he beheld baitb dale and down ; ' 

And he beheld her, Lady Crawfijrd, 
As she came riding to t^e tomL 

He called ane o^ his lively men ' 
To come to Inm right iqKsdilile; - 

Gae stmt my yates, gat steek my doors, • 
Eeq> Lady Crawford out firae m& 

• • • * • 

When she came to Earl Crawfiwd's yatesy 

She tirled gently at die pin ; 
O sleep ye^ wake ye. Earl Crawford, 

Ye^ll open, lat Lady Crawford in. 
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Come doWn, come damn, O Earl CxawfoKdy 
And speak some oomfmrt untx) me ; 

And if ye wiana come yoursell^ 
Ye^U send your gentleman to me^ 

Indeed, I wimia come mysell, 
Nor send my gendeman to thed; 

For I tauld you when we did pfort 
Nae midr my ispouae ye*d ever bee. 

She laid her moUth then \o the yates^ 
And iiye the teats drapt frae h&e eV; 

Says, Fare-ye-well, Earl Crawford^s yates, 
You, again, Y\\ nae mair see. 

Earl Crawford called on his stable gcoom 
To comevto hun right speedilie ; 

And sae did he his waiting man, 
That did attend his fair bodie. 

Ye will gae saddle for me my steed. 
And $ce and saddle him speecKlie ; 

And I'll gang to the Lady Crawford, 
And see if ^ will |^ty me. 

Lady Crawford lay o^er castle wa**. 
And she bdield baith dale and down ; 

And she beheld him. Earl Crawford, 
As he pame riding to the town. 
VOL. I. r 



Then At has calBd me o? bar aiaid» 

To come to Iwr ri^ qpaedilie ; 
Gae shut my yates, gne tfeeeknqr doors^ 

Kecqp Earl Cnwrfbnl out fine tea 

When he came to Lady CnnribEd>*8 yates^ 

He tirled gently at die put; 
Sleep ye, vnkfi ye. Lady Cnnrford, 

Ye'll fiae and kt Eari Cnwford uu 

Come down, come down, O Lady Crawford, 
• Come dowti, oome down, and iqpeak wi' me; 
And fpa ye wimm come youndl, 
{ Yell send your waiting-maid to me. 

Indeed I wmna come mysell. 
Nor send my waking-mmd to thee; 

Sae take your ain wobda hame again 
At Crawford cattle ye tauld me. 

O mother dear gae aoake my bed. 
And ye will mdce it saft and soun^ 

And turn my hob wa^ the west. 
That I nae mair may see the sun* 

Her moHier die did makt her 1)ed, 
And die did make it aaft and floim* ; 

True were te wotda fidr LSIie spake^ 
Her lovely eyea neVr saw the sua. 
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The Earl CiiJivfard iaoiu«(ed Im stoo^ 
Wr sorrows geeftt be did lide hwiQ ; 

But er9 ib^ mummg mn appf^ur'd. 

This fine lofd was d^fid fl»d gme, 

Th^ iMi a'W a^t Ihis iOPii]^ died. 
And buth were biuied Ia a'*ie tiHob ; 

Let this a wmrning be to all. 
Their pride may not biiQg them low down. 



%O0e ttie Bet) my> MUe ILIJilie. 

Now wprid 19 0BW thrp' H' tfte Iffu)^ 
Gud^ anssd Ih^t it S9^ spread ! 

To Hose ^ jsie^ and Whi^ Lil}ie, 
Th^ inijth^ 4e^ W,^. d^- 



And brcn^gb^ b^ O^r thPifQa^ 
Twa iFJi^% ]^P^% :bc^ ^ yotipg «»V, 
IntiU her qc^pa^i^. 

They fix'd 4i)«ir #ye9 (»i I^Mlp l|i$lie^ 

On shipboard ^ ijtiey pfpoif 
And swifre, ?f -ey^r i^py wm 4o )apd. 

These ladie^ Chqr wpu^d Wfid, 
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But tliere was nae a quarter past, 

A quarter past but three. 
Till these young luvers a^ were fond 

O^ others companie. 

The kn^hts they harped i' their bower; 

The ladies sew d and sang ; 
There was mair mirth in that chamer 

Than a' their father's Ian'. 

Then out it spak their step-mither, 

At the stair-foot stood she ; 
I'm plagued wi' your troublesome noise, 

What makes your melodie ? 

O Rose the Red, ye song too loud. 
While liillie your voice is Strang ; 

But gin I live and brook my life, 
I'se gar you change your sang. 

We maunna change our loud, loud song. 
For nae Duke's son ye'U bear ; 

We winna change our loud, loud song. 
But aye we'll sing the mair. 

We never sung the sang, mither. 

But we^ ung ower again ; 
We^ll take our harps into our hands, 

And we^ll harp, and we*ll sing. 
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She^s call'^d upon her twa young sons. 

Says, Boun^ ye for the sea ; 
Let Rose the Red, and White Lillie, 

Stay in their bower wi' me. 

O Grod forbid, said her eldest son. 

Nor lat it ever be. 
Unless ye were as kind to our luves 

As gin we were them wi; 

Yet never the less, my. pretty sons, 
Yell boun' you for the faem ; 

Let Rose the. Red, and White Lillie, 
Stay in their bowers at hame. 

O when w? you we came alang,; 

We felt the stormy sea ; 
And where we go, ye ne'er shall know, 

Nor shall be known by. thee. 

Then wi' her harsh and boisterous word. 

She forc'd these lads away ; 
While Rose the Red and White LiUie 

Still in their bowers did stay. 

But there was not a quarter past, 

A quarter past but ane ; 
Till Rose the Red in rags she gaed, 

White Lillie's claithing grew thin. 
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Wi* bitter usage every day, 
The ladies they thought lang ; 

Ohon, alas ! said Rose the Red, 
She^s gar^d us change our sang. 

But we will change our own fU^ names. 
And well gang frae the town; 

Frae B066 the Red and White Lillie, 
To Nicholas and Roger Brown. 

And we will cut our green claithing 

A little aboon our knee; ' 
And we will on to gude greenwood, 

Twa bauld bowtnen to be. 

Ohon, alas ! said White Lilhe, 

My fingers are but sma'* ; 
And thcf my hands wou'd wield the bow. 

They winna yield at a*. r 

O had your tongue now,* White Lillie, 

And lat these fears a' be; 
There's naething that ye're awkward in, 

But I will learn thee. 

Then they are on to gude greenwood 

As fast as gang couVl they ; 
O then they ^^ed Jiim, Robm Hood, 

Bebw a green aik tree. 
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tGrude day, gude ddj, kind air, they said, 
God make yoa safe and free. 

Gude day, gude day, sadd RoUn Hood, 
What is your wills wi' me ? 

3Lo here we ate, twa bansh^ kaigbto, 
Come frae our native hame; 

We^re come to crave o* thee service. 
Our king wUl ^e us nane. 

If ye be twa young banish*d knights, 

Tell me frae what oountrie ; 
Frae Anster town into Fifeshire, 

Ye know it as well as we. 

If a' be true that ye ha'e said. 

And tauld just now to me ; 
Ye're welcome, welcome, every one. 

Your paster I will be. 

Now ye shall eat as I do ^eat, 

And lye as I do lye ; 
Ye salna wear nae waur claithing 

Nor my young men and I. 

Then they went to a ittinous honse, 

And there they entered in ; 
And Nicholas fed wi' Robin Hood, 

And Roger wi* little John. 
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But it fell ance upon a daj. 
They were at the puttiiig«8taiie ; 

Whan Bose the Bed she view'd them av 
As they stood on the green* 

She hit the stane then vi' her foot. 

And kep'd it wi' her knee ; 
And spaces three aboon them a', 

I wyte she gar^d it flee. 

She' set her back then to a tree. 

And ga*e a loud Ohon ! 
A lad spak in the oompame, 

I hear a woman's moan. 

How know you that, young man, she said, 

H6w know you that o^ me ? 
Did e*er ye see me in that place, 

A^e foot my ground to flee ? 

Or know ye by my chany chedks. 

Or by my yeUow hair ? 
Or by the paps on my breast bane, 

Te never saw them bare. 

I know not by your dberry cbteks, 

Nor by your y ^ow hair ; 
But I know by your milluwhite chin. 

On it there grows nae hair. 



I never saw you in that cause 

A^e foot your giound to flee ; 
IVe seen you stan^ wT sword in han^ 

^Mang men^s Uood to the knee; 

But if I come your bower within^ 

By night, or yet by day; 
I shall know, .before I go. 

If ye be man or may. 

if you come loy bower within^ 
By night, or yet by day. 

As soon^s I draw my trusty biwad, 
Nae lang y e'U w? me stay. 

But he is haunted to her bower. 

Her bigly bower o^ stane, 
Till he has got her big wi^ bairn. 

And near sa^ months she's gane. 

Whan three mi^r months were come and gane, 

They gae'd to hunt the hynde ; 
She wont to be the foremost an^ 

But now stay'd far bebynd. 

Her luver looks her in the face. 
And thus to her said he; 

1 think your cheeks are pale and wan. 
Pray, what gaes warst wi' thee ? 



want ye roses to your breast, 
Or ribbons to your sheen F 

Or want ye as mudde o' dear bought Ime 
As your heut ean eonteen? 

1 want nae roses to fliy breast^ 
Nae ribbons totay ahdea; 

Nor want I as muckle dear bought luve 
As my heart can oooteen. 

I'd rather ba*« it ^re behyndy 

Anither me heSotpe % 
A gude midir^ al my right skte. 

Till my young babe be bore. 

ril kmdfe a fii« wi* a ftit stane» 

Bring wine in a haum green ; 
rU be midwife al y<mr ]%ht nde^ 

Till your young bribe he bom. 

That was ne^er my eiillierVi custom^ 

Forbid that it be mine ! 
A knight stan!* by a lady tHight, 

Whan she drees it' her pine. 

There is a knight in gude greenwood. 

If that he kent o* me; 
ThroP stodc and stttde, ind the hawthorn, 

Sae soon^s he woif d come me tee. 
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If there be a kmglit in gude greenwdod 

Ye like better than me ; 
If anoe he come jmir bower within, 

Ane 6* us twa shall dee* 

She set a horn lo her mcKith, 
And she bleW loud and shxill ; 

Thro'' stock end stfiti^ tod the hawthorn. 
Brave Roger eatlie hat tfll. 

WhaV iiere sae bauld^ the youth replied; 

Thus to encroach on me ? 
O here am I, the knight r^ied^ 

Ha^e as much right as thee^ 

Then they fought up the gade greeltwood, 

Sae did they down the ^Bon ; 
They mddaft ith^ wi^ lax^ brud swords, 

Till they were Meedy tisen. 

Then out it spak the sick woman. 
Sat under the greenwood tree ; 

O had your han', young man, she said, 
She^ a Wdmaii as Well as me. 

Then out H sfieakft anither youth, 

Amang the companie ; 
Gin I had kent wliat I ken now, 

Tis for her I woif d dee. 
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O wae mat worth you. Rose the Red, 

An iU death mat ye dee ! 
Altho' ye tauld upo^ yoursell. 

Ye might ha'^e heal'^d on me« 

O for her sake I was content 

For to gae ower the sea ; 
For her I left my mither^s ha\ 

Tho^ she proves fause to me. 

But whan these luvers were made known^ 

They sung right joyfullie; 
Nae blyther was the oightingale. 

Nor bird that sat on tree. 

Now they ha^e married these ladies, 
Brought them to bower and ha\ 

And now a happy life they lead, 
I wish sae may we a*. 



Take warning a^ ye young women. 

Of low station or hie ; 
Lay never your love upon a man 

Above your lun degree. 
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Thus I speak by Burd Isbel, 
She was a maid sae fair ; 

She laid her love on Sir Patrick, 
She'll! rue it for evemuur. 

And likewise a* ye sprightly youths 

Of low station or hie ; 
Lay never your love upon a maid 

Below your idn degree. 

And thus I speak by Sir Patrick, 
Who was a knight sae rare; 

He^s laid his love on Burd Isbel, 
Hell rue it for evermair* 

Burd Isbel was but ten years autd^ 
To service die has gane ; 

And Burd Isbel was but fifeteen 
Whan her young son came hame* 

It fell ance upon a day. 
Strong travelling took she ; 

None there was her bower within, 
But Sir Pairidc and she. 

* 

Tins is a wark now. Sir. Patrick, 
That we twa ne^er ^11 end ; 

Ye^ll do you to the outer court. 
And call some women in. 



in 

He*s done Um to the outtr court. 
And stately there <lid stand ; 

Eleven ladies he^s calPd in 
Wi^ ae shake o^ his hand. 

Be {Bffmmkl^ t» Bm^ lAifiK 
Deal &yourable \Sf^ m$y ; 

Her kirlttog md her fair wadding. 
Shall baith stwA on ae day* 

Deal f^munUe to Buxd IsM, 

Whom I lore as my life; 
Ere this day nwnth fa» 4Kime and ^ane^ 

She^s be my vcdded ii4fe. 

Then ha is fltt to bis Gubtt, 
Fell low dpvn pn his knee; 

Says, Will I laarry Burd faM ? 
She^ bom a son tq ma. 

O many, marry Quad IsU^ 

Or use bar aa ym fikas 
Yell g9r her ^menr dia sMha aaaniy 

And sae may ye Ae white. 
O wou^d ye marry Burd Isbel, 

Make Jmt you hemulk dd^t? 

You waojt not lands, nor odnl% Patiick, 
You know ytour fiDrtufle*a fsce; 
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But ete yott*d many Burd I«M, 
rd rather bmy thee. 

Yell build a bower for Burd lAd^ 
And set it round wi"* sand ; 

Make as much aedrth in IsbeTa boner 
As ony in a* the land. 

Then he is to hb mother gane. 
Fell low down om lus knee ; 

O shall I many Buid Isbd P 
She's bom a son to me. 

O marry, marry Burd Isbel, 

Or use her as ye like ; 
Yell gar her waor tha flUca^aa rad» 

And sae may ye the iHlata ; 
O would ye many Burd Isbei, 

Make her w? me diike P 

You want not kttub and rents, Birtridc^ 
You know your fortuae'a fiaa ; 

But ere yoa many Burd IdM^ 
rd rather buiy thee. 

YellbuildabowwtoBnylUiil, - 
And set it round wi* glass ; 

Make as much miftii in Isbel's bower 
As o^ in a' Uie plaee. 
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He's done him dovm tbroMia", tbro^ Jhit^ 

Sae has he in thro' bower; 
The tears ran frae his twa grey eyes, 

And loot them fast down poun 

My &ther and my mother baith 

To age are coming on ; 
When they are dead and buried baitb^ 

Burd Isbel TU bring home. 

The words that passed atween these twa^ 

Ought never to be spoken ; 
The vows that pass'd atween these twa 

Ought never to be broken^ 

Says,he> If I another ix>urt^ 

Or wed imbther wife. 
May elev^ devils me attend 

At the end^iay o' my life. 

But his father he socm did die. 
His inother nae lang behind ; 

But Sir Patrick of Burd Isbel 
He now had little mind. 

It fell, ante upon a day. 

As she went out to walk; 
And thete she saw him, Sir Patrick, . 

Going wi' his hound and bawk» 
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Stay still, stay still, now Sir Patrick, 

stay a little wee, 

And think upon the fair promise 
Last year ye made to me. 

Now your father's dead, kind sir. 
And your mother the same ; 

Yet nevertheless, now Sir Patrick, 
Ye^re nae brining me hame. 

If the mom be a pleasant day, 

1 mean to sail the sea ; 

To spend my time in fair England, 
All for a month, or three. 

He hadna been in fair England 

A month but barely ane. 
Till he forgot her, Buid Isbel, 

The mother of his son. 

Son^e time he spent in fair England, . 

And when returned again. 
He laid his bve on a Duke^s daughter. 

And he Jias brought her hame. 

Now he% forgot his first true love 
He ance lovM ower them a^ ; 

But now the devil di4 begin 
To work between them twa. 

VOL. I. a 



Wb«b Sk P«iri«k he tvas w^. 

And all set down te din^ 
Upon hs8 tint Imt^ BUid IsM^ 

A thought ram in his. mindk 

He calTd ujioii his gude grand auat^ 

To come right apeediiae ; 
Says, Ye'U gte on to Burd lAeL^ 

Bring my yDung son to me* 

She^s ta^en her mantle her about^ 
Wr gowd gloves on h^ ha&id ; 

And she b on to Burd Idbtl, 
As fast as she cou'^d gang 

She hailed her h%h, she kaiTd her low^ 
With stile in gieat degree ; 

busk, O busk your little young san^ 
For he maun gu^ vii^ me* 

1 wou^d fain see the one, she said^ ^ 
O^ low station or hic^ 

Wou'd take the bfum firae my foot. 
For him I bowiBd my knea 

I wou'd fidn see the eoe, Ae said, 

G* low station or nean^ 
Wou'd take the bairn firae my foot 

Whom I o^m to be uune. 



Then slitr has ckxie her tone again^ 
As fast as gisag ooa'd thV) 

Presdol^ Md hc^ my little jroaag soii) 
For him I wirii t6 se^. 

Burd IsbePs a battld womm, she 

As e^er X yel ap&ke wi'^ 
But aglffilg^ Mid hiifl) ^ Pitriek, 

She ne^er was hmM. td we. 

But he"^ drefls\l in his tMt enoiy^ 
His gowd toA in his hatid ; 

And he is Id Burd IsbePs boiver^ 
As fast as he <x>u^d gcifigi 



how k this^ Burd ia»}^ ke 
So ill ye^vis vmefl me? 

What gatt yda Adger my gude grand aunti 
That I did UtA to tlm? 

If i iMt'e mg&flSi ydur gtidt gr«nd Auti<;, 
O then Mfi lat it lM f 

1 said WMldiig to yiour g«ide gTMd aunt 
But what VU say lo tbiK 

I w6A\llidi see 4lie one, i M^d^ - 
OMow imtidiKir h^ 

Wha wou'd Ifth^ lliis 4nift» frUe tny Iboit^ 
For him t to>^d tile Imee. 
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I vou^d-^un see the. one, I mij. 

G* low station or mean, 
Wou^d take this bairn fine my.&o^ 

Whom I own to be miae. 

if I had some.counsellers hepe^ . 
And clerks to seal die band, 

1 wou^d infeft your son, this day» 
In third part o^ my land. . 

I ha'e two oouzins, Scottish clerks^ 

Wr bills into their, hand. 
An"* ye'll infefl my son, this day. 

In third part o* your land. . 

Then he called in her Scottish clerks, 

Wr bills into their hand ; 
And he^s infeft his son that day 

The third part o^ his land. 

To ane o' these young clerks she spoke,. 

Clerk John it was his name } 
Says, Of my son IgTe you charge 

Till I return again. 

Ye<ll take here my son, derk John, 
Learn him to danceand sing ; 

And I will to some unco land. 
Drive love out of my mind. 



And je41 take here my son, derk Joha, 

Learn him to hunt the voe; 
And I will to some 'unco landy^ 

Now lat Sir Patrick go. 

But ril cause this knight at chufx^.<Ioor stand. 

For a^ his noble train ; 
For selling o^ his precious soul, 

Dans never come fiother ben. 



Charlie M^Pberson, 
That brisk Highland laddie ; 
At Valentine even. 
He came to Kkiadie ; 

To cmirt her, Burd Helen, 
Baith waking and sleeping ; 
Joy be wr them 
That has her a.keeping. 

Auldtown and Muirtown, 
Likewise Billy B^ ; 
All gaed wi' Charlie, 
For to be lus guide. 
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Jamie M'IUMne» 
Likewise . Watlie Naim, 
AU ga V wr duKHe 
For to be hi& vrBiram\ 

When they came to EinadMy 
They knocked a* die door; 
When pae ane voiiVi answer. 
They g&^ed a IcsaA coar. 

Ye'U open the door, mistress. 
And lat us come in ; 
For tidings w^Ve brought 
Frae your appearant guid ton. 

For to defend dieea, 
She waa net abis; 
They banged up the stair. 
Sat down at the tables 

Ye'll eat and dnnk, gendcanen. 
And eat at your leisure ; 
Nae thing^s disturb you. 
Take whaf t your pkasore. 

O madam, said he^ 
I^ oome for your daughter ; 
Lang ha^e I come to Kaiadie, 
And there sought hcv. 
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Now she's g$a wV 
For mony a lule^ 
Before that I vetum 
Unto the Wc^ Ide* 

My davght^V: not at hoiaoB, 
She is gone abroad ; 
Ye darena mm steal hev. 
Her tocher ia guid« 

My daughter^ft in Wlutehousr^ 
Wi* Mistresa I>a%aim ; 
Joy be wi^ thevo^ 
That wmts on tay baim t 

The swords uk the targt, 
That hang abaiil Charbe; 
They had sic a ^ttw, . 
And set him sae vavelici) 

They had sie a glitter, 
And kiest Mcagtaimanr; 
They shcnved meat JighV 
Than thejr had ID tile 



To Whitehouse he went ; 
And when he came thaf^, 
Bi^t sidr was his heart, 
When he went up the stair ; 
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Burd Helen was sitting 
By Thomas^ bed<^side ; 
And all in the house ' 
Were addressing har. Bride 

O farewell now, Helen, 
1^11 bid you adieu ; 
Is this a** the comfort 
I*m getting firae you ? 

It was never my intention 
Ye should be the waur; 
My heavy heart light on 
Whitdiouse o* Cromar ! 

For you I ha'^e travelled 
Full mony kng mile ; 
Awa^ to Kinadie, 
Far firae the West Isle. 

But now ye are married. 
And I am the waur; 
My heavy heart light on 

o^ Cromar! 
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Cauld, cauld Uaws the winter night, 

Sair beats the heayy rain ; 
Young Charlei Graeme's the bd I love^ 

In greenwood he Ues dain. 

But I will do for Charles Graeme 

What other maidens maj ; 
I'll at and harp upon his grave 

A twdvemonth and a dayi. 

She harped a^ the live lang ni^^ 
The saut tears she did weep; 

Till at the hour o" one o^ckx^ 
His ghost began to peep. 

Pale and deadly was his cheeky 
And pale, pale was his chin,; 

And how and hoUow wese his e?en, 
No light appeared therein. 

Why sit ye here, ye maiden fair, 
To mourn sae sair for me ? 

I am sae sick, and very love sick, 
Aye foot I cannot jee. 
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Sae weil^s I loved young Charles Graeme, 

I kent he loved me ; 
My very heart's now like to break 

For his tweet 



V».«i r \\}:: 



WiU ye hoema i^k^ lady. 
And I will sheave it sma*^ 

I aim aaa skA:^ and very bw dc\^ 
I cannot eat at: a\ 

WiU ye hae the wine, lacty. 

And I . will dioia it sma* ? 
I am sae stfik, and varj kwe nek, 

I cannot drink at a\ 

See ye not my father^a castle^ 
WeU QQwevad ewer wt^ tin f 

There^s nane has sio am anxious wisb 
As I hae tobem» 

O hame^ fivb HUttd^ ye^iM ^uicUjp wen^ 
But tUa request gtant QW^ 

Wbcft ye ana safe ia downbed kiid^ 
That I ntttf sleep wiT' thi 



If h^me ifpoD) ar^ I could wio^ 
ril this leanest grast tbae^ 

WheA' I Bm siilb in dewMked taa^* 
This night ye^ daop wi^ mek 
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Then be pou'd up 9 birk^^ b^w, 

Pat it in b» ri£^t hm^; 
And Ihey «ie tq^ yoa e«3tte Dm 

As fast as they Qw'd giU^» 

When they can\Q (^ y^p ^i^tjte fw» 
It was piled YOWd aj^t i 

She slipped m wA bojbked the yett% 
Says, Ghfu;^ mity stmd tbi^i^QWt. 

Then he vanwb'd fiiie heir g^bt, 
In th^ twinktiiig ^' wi tf^; 

Say 8^ Let ne^^ fkne n^ voni^iib truat 
Sae mucb 9a T^e done th^ei. 



There was n kmgbjti ip 9 sumwer*^ vif^ 

Appeafd in a ludy^s halt, 
As she wuft wUdog up «0d dQVOi. 

Looking QTeir her C9g4« if4^ 

Qofi Jia§k» ym 90^^ mA Gm^ ^ 9iwdi 

God ^puike yoM fiftfe md ^i 

Q aae fik' yon^ ye ceurteMs kmi^%9 

What aie your nillft vi' ^Eie P 






V 
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4 My wills w? you are not sma'^ lady, 

% My wills wP you nae sma^ ; 

And since there^s nane your bower within, 
Ye'se ha'e my secrets a*. 

For here am I a courtier, 

A courtier come to thee ; 
And if ye winna grant your love, 

All for your sake I'll dee. 

If that ye dee for me, ar knight, 
Few for you will make meen ; 

For mony gude lord^s done the same. 
Their ^ves are growing green. 

O winna ye pity me, fair maid, 
O winna ye pity me ? 

winna ye pity a courteous knight. 
Whose love is lud on thee P 

' Ye say ye are a courteous knight. 
But I think ye are nane ; 

1 think yelre but a miliar bred. 
By the <x>lour o' your claithing. 

You seem to be some felse young man, 
You wear your hat sae^wide; 

You seem to be some false young man, 
You wear your boots sae side. 
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Indeed I am a courteous knigbt. 

And of great pedigree ; 
Nae knight did mair for a lady bright 

Than I will do for thee. 

O, I'll put souths in your smithy. 

To shoe for you a steed ; 
And I'll put tailors in your bower, 

To make for you a weed. 

I will put cooks in your kitcheii^ 

And butlers in your ha' ; 
And on the tap o' your father's castle, 

I'll big gude com and saw. 

If ye be a courteous knight. 

As I trust-not ye be ; 
Ye^ll answer some o^ the sma^ questions 

That I will ask at thee. 

What is the fairest flower, tell me, ' 
That grows in mire or dale ? 

Likewise, which is the sweetest bird 
Sings next the nightingale ? 

Or whaf s the finest thing, she says. 
That king or queen can wile? 

The primrose is the fairest flower> 
That grows in mire or dale; 



The mavis ift Aii iWMtttt bird 

Next to the nightilligldfe ; 
And jcH&w gowd's thd iii^t thing 

That king or (fa^ti nail ^al«. 

Ye ha'e afikMl ttdtty qoMlioni, kdy, 

Fve you as mtay tdd ; 
But, how many pennks mund 

Make a hundred pdttlidsi ai grid f 

How many n^Tihe small fishes 
Do swim thettdt SMi tonnd? 

Or, what's the aeemllest sight yoa*ll lie^ 
Into a May ttomfaig P 



Berry-brown aid atti a l^^eft ispixi. 

And wine in a hom gf eM ; 
A ]Biifc>wliite hot fam Mr Maid's di«sB, 

Looks gay in a liCay iAi»tiUig. 

Mony's the qiMtioM tte askMal Ui^tty 
And y e'vB aaswar'd lilefli a' ; 

Ye are tnifte, and I mk Aine, 
Amo' the diettOI M6 Ma\ 

You may be toy natiih, Und stfv 
You may be my match and more ; 

There ne\r wag afta cmm sic a iietigik, 
Wi' my fatb«i!^i hetr Wfi»»e. 
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My fiitlicr^ fod tftmtimBtim, 
My mother sbc^ l&dy owisr thrde^ 

And there is nane to heir them all^ 
No MVer A ime but ttie ; 

Unless it be Willie, my He bfother, 
But he^ far iiyont the ml 

If your father^s laird o"* nine castles. 
Your molber hdy ower three ; 

I am Willie yxmt ate toother. 
Was fat beydkid th6 sea. 

If ye be WUlie, my ae brother. 

As I doubt sair ye be % 
But if it^s titae y^ tdi mt now, 

lliiB n^ht ni gang W thee. 

YeVe ower ill washen feet, Janet, 

Aad owet tU washeft hands, 
And«wer coarse robes on your body, 

Alai^p wr fli^ to gang. 

The worms they are my bed-feUows, 
And the oadbd oby my dMeet ; 

And the hi^bet Uiat the wuid does blir«s 
The sounder I do skep. 

My body^s buried in Dumfermline,^ 
And far b^ad the sea ; 
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But day nor night, nae rest oou^d get. 
All for the pride o^ thee. 

Leave aff your pride, jelly Janet, he says. 

Use it not ony mair; 
Or when ye come where I hae been, 

You will repent it sair. 
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Cast aff, cast aff, sister, he says. 

The gowd lace frae your crown ; 
For if ye gang where I ha'e been, 

Ye*ll wear it laigher down. 

Whoi ye*re in the gude church set. 

The gowd pins in your hur ; 
Ye take mair delight in your feckless dftss 

Than ye do in your morning prayer. 



And when ye walk in the church-yard. 

And in your dress are seen. 
There is nae lady that seea your face 

But wishes your grave were green. 

You^re straight and tall, handsome wkhall. 
But your pride owergoes your wit ; 

But if ye do not your ways refrain. 
In Pirie^s chiur ye^ll sit. 

In Pirie^s chair you^U sit, I say. 
The lowest seat o^ hell ; 
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If ye do not aneud your ways. 
It's there that ye must dwell. 

Wi' that he vaniahM fr^e her sight, 
Wi' the twinkling o^ an eye ; 

Naething mair the lady saw. 
But the gloomy clouds and sky. 



^toeet WiiiiU mti fsiix fStaiax^. 

Hey love WilUe, and how love Willie, 

ABd Willie my love shall be ; 
They^re thinking to sinder our lang love, WiUie, 

It'^s mair than man can dee. 

Ye^ll moui|t me quickly on a steed, 

A milk-white steed or gray ; 
And cany me on to gude greenwood 

Before that it be day. 

He mounted her upon a steed, 

He chose a steed o^ gray ; 
He had her on to gude greenwood 

Before that it was day. 

O will ye gang to the cards, Megg^e ? 
Or will ye gang wi' pae ? • 
VOL. I. H 
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Or will ye haV a bbWar womM^ 
To stay ere k be day ? 

I winna gail^ to the tilrdb^ die i{aldl> 

Nor will I glie^^ tke^ 
Nor will I hae a bowei^ Woliiltn, 

To spoil tiiy itiodesttts; 

Ye^ll gie me a lady «l my baek^ 

An* a lady me befom; 
An* A midwife at my twa sides 

It^ill your youhg son Ibe bbni. 

Ye'll do vie up, tmd bxtAi^ up. 
To the top o* ytoii green^^txid tttt ; 

Vot ^Yfirypm tnyaelf 6haH faaV, 
The same pain yt m&un drie. 

The first pain timt did strike ^mdt WSfi^, 
* It was into the ttdd ; 
Then nghbg sair, said isvieet WiiSAt; 
These pains are ill to bide. 

The nextan pain tkftt iftrtike sweet Wfflid, 

It was into the back ; 
Then sighing sair, siud sweist Willie, 

These pains are women^s vneck* 

The nexi^ pab that ^trak^ Bireet Willie, 
It was into the head ; 
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Then sighing sair, said sweet Willie^ 
I fear my My^s dead. 

Then heVgane on, and further on, 
At the foot o^ yon greenwood tree ; 

There he got his lady lighter, 
Wi^ his young son on her knee. 

Then he^s taVn up his little young* soi>| 
And kiss'd hinf cheek and chin ; 

And he is on to his mother. 
As fast as he could gang. 

Ye will take in my son, mother^ 

Gi'e him to nurses nine ; 
Three to wauk, and three to sleep^ 

And three to gang between: 

Then he has 1^ his mother^s houses 

And frae her he lus gane ; 
And tie is back to his lady. 

And safely brought her hame. 

Then in it came ter father dear. 

Was belted ia a brand ; 
It^s nae time for brides to \je in bed, 

When the bridegropm^s sends^ in town. 

There are four-and^twenty noble lords 
A^ lighted on |he ^een ; ; ^ 
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The faicest knight amang them aV 
He must be your bridegroom. 

wha will shoe my foot, my foot ^ 
And wha will glove my band ? 

And wha will prin my sma*^ middle, 
W? the short prin and the lang P 

Now out it speaks him, sweet Willie, 

Who knew her troubles best ; 
It is my duty for to serve. 

As Fm come here as guest 

Now I will shoe your foot, Maisry, 

And I will glove your hand. 
And I wiU prin your sma^ middle, 

Wr the sma^ prin and the lang. 

Wha will saddle my steed, she says. 

And gar my bridle ring ? 
And wha will ha^e me to gude church-^oerj 

This day I^m ill abound ? 

1 will saddle your steed, Maisry, 
And gar your bridle ring ; 

And m hae you to gude church-door. 
And safely set you down. 

O healy, healy take me up. 
And healy set me down ; 
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And 3et my back until a wa\ 
My foot to yird-fast stane. 

He healy took her frae her horse, 

And healy set her down ; 
And set her back until a wa*, 

Her foot to yird-fast stane. 

When they had eaten and well drunken, 

And a^ had thom^d fine; 
The bride^s father he took the cup, 

For to serve out the wine. 

Out it speaks the bridegroom'^s brother. 

As ill death mat he die ! 
I fear our bride she's bom a bairn, 

Or else has it a dee. 

She^s ta^en out a Bible braid, 

And deeply has she sworn ; 
If I ha'e bom a bairn, she says, 

Sin^ yesterday at morn ; 

Or if Fve bom a bairn, she says, 

Sin^ yesterday at noon ; 
There^s nae a lady amang you a"" 

That wou^d been here sae soon. 

Then out it spake the bridegroom^s man, 
Mischance come ower his heel ! 



Win up, win up, now bride, he says, 
And dance a shamefu^ red.* 

Then out it speaks the bride hersell> 

And a sorry heart had she ; 
Is there nae ane amang you a* 

Will dance this dance for me ? 

Then out it speaks him^ sweet Wiifie, 

And he spake aye thro* pride ; 
O draw my boots for me, bridegpoem, 

Or I dance for your bride. 

Then out it spa3ce the bride hersell, 

O na, this maunna be ; 
For I will dance this dance mysell, 

Tho^ my back shouM gang in three. 

She hadna well gane thro^ the reel. 

Nor yet well on the green. 
Till she fell down at Wffie^s feet 

As cauld as ony stane. 

He^s ta^en her in his arms twa^ 

And ha*ed her up the stair; 
Then up it came her joUy bridegfoom. 

Says, What's your business th«:e ? 

* The first zed Ant 18 tlanced with the .tnide, lier maiAfln, 
and two young men, and if cidkdtheShWMlfpanfimlUel, 
af the bride cfaooees the tune that is to be pUiyed. 



Then WiUe liOte^ MP Hf^ fi¥^ 

And dang hm cloWa the ^Uur ; 
And brake three rit^s o' the bridegroom's side, 

And a word he fpwlps ^i^e. HU^r. 

Nae meen w^ W^^ &^ ^^^^ Mj^ 

When she w^ lying defd ; 
But a* was for hin^ sweef Willie^ 

On the fields, fc^ hQ W& D¥^. 



^»^i»*»i«>*"*"ip«"'^»»«^i^^-Tf^ 



There ^tf^¥3is 9 ^t;^W^ ia wan W4t^> 
It^s lang ere it gr^w ;g^^e^.^ 

Lady Maisry ^t& in hej: bower door. 
Sewing at her 9^^ s^^iup.. 

Word's gf^^Q tp her fWiihj?F> Wtpbe?, 

And to her father's fa£^' 3 
That Lady JVW^y i^ Ug wi' bairn. 

And her triie^ IpyeV far awii.' 

When her brother jpc^ woifd pif this^ 

Then fiercely looked he ; 
Betide me life, betide vie dep^tb. 

At Maisry's bower I'&e be. 
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Gae saddle to me tlie black, the black, 

Gae saddle to me the brown ; 
Gae saddle to me the swiftest steed, 

To haV me to the town. 

When he came to Maisr^^s bower, 

He tum'^d hun roimd about ; 
And at a little shott window, 

He saw her peepng out 

Gude morrow, gude morrow. Lady Maisry, 

Grod make you safe and free ! 
Gude morrow, gude morrow, my brother dear. 

What are your wills wi* me ? 

What's come o* a* your green daithing 

Was anoe for you too side? 
And what's become & your lang stays 

Was ance for you too wide P 

O he that made my daithing short, 

I hope he'll make them side ; 
And he that made my stays narrow, 

I hope he'll make them wide. 

O is it to a lord o"* might. 

Or baron o** high degree? 
Or is it to any d* your father^s boys 

Kdes in the chase him wi' ? 
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It^8 no to any Soottith^lord, 

Nor baron o^ high degree ; 
But English James, that little prinee, 

That has beguiled me. 

O was there not a Scots baron 

That could ha'e fitted thee, 
That thus you've lov'd an ]&igli8hman, 

And has affronted me ? 

She tumM her right and round about, 

The tear Uinded her e^e; 
What 18 the.wrang Fve done, brotiber. 

Ye look sae fierce at me ? 

Will ye forsake that Eng^sh bhide. 
When your young babe is bom ? 

rU nae do that, my brother dear, 
Tho^ I should be forlorn. 

Tse cause a man put up the fire^ 

Anither ca** in the stake; 
And on the head o* yon high hill 

ril bum you for his sake* 

O where are all my wall-wight men, 

That I pay meat and fee f 
For to hew down baith thistle and thorn 

To bum that lady wi\ 



Then he has tBL*tnlmiriMy M^liryi 
And fast he ha^ tier bouo^ i 

And he C9m^d tb? fi«f dnl o' hk mm 
Drag her irae tow& |o tpwu. 

Then he has cw^'4 iaHf? ^ bi9 m W 
Hew down }^Mh thwU^ m4 tiu^^ ) 

She c9i9H§d the pfs|(» i^ hm potU^Qf^ l|ip» 
Her ainsell for to iN^n* 

Then m^ |#t' up this bpg jb^I^ ir^x 

Anither caM i|i ^e fli4w 4 
It was to tHMTSL bWi. I^dy Mmst y> 

All for her tru^ Jd!^9> f^t 

But it fell MM llp>a 4 dfl^r 
Prince JTunda k9 tbP^f^ fuU IfM^g 1 

He minded iia Ihft ibdy gpijy 
He left in fair fiootimdr 

O where wiU I g^l a iMfi ^e^ b^y 

Will win gowd tp. bis &6 s^ 
That will rin Ptt to Addon's bigk tQVfut, 

Bring tidings hack to me F 

O here am I» a littfe nee ^> 

Will win gowd to »]r fee ; 
That will rill PU to Adwn's high tower, 

Bring tidings back to Hk&s, 
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Then b^ i$ PO to Alum's high tower 

As fast asgdog cpi^'ii h»; 
And he but <miy w^ i^ time, 

The fatal aght Ip 9ee. 

He sat hid heifii Wm tp his bra^^t. 

And ran right ^P90d9i^ ; 
And he is blK^ t9 hm Vfmtfif:^ 

As fast as gjBijdfi PQm'4 h^ 

What npVJS, fIHI^ Wisp^Si «y Wp wm hpy ? 
What news I^'e y^ to ^i!|^? 

Bad newsy.had t^Wfi^ V^f omleF f^r. 
Bad news, a« ye wjX 9Qe» 

Are ony o' my Ug|^ brwt^ mijr ^JT ? 

Or ony o' my toyr^^ won f 
Or is my ladjr %hi^r yet 

O' dear daughter 0if mn^ 

Tl»e's imie d ymt hvsffm kfmtx m^^i 

Nor nane o* yoqr tpw$J» VOf% 
Nor is your l^^y l^tfiV jTf^ 
O' dear daughtesr nor g^. 

There's aa Iw k^m » Ug bailed ^, 
Anither ca'd m th^ 8(^^ S 

And on the b^4d o" j^m h}^ hHk 
They're to hum he?: lor your snUf. 
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Gae saddle to me the black, the blacky 

Gae saddle to me the brown ; 
Gae saddle to me the swiftest steed, 

To ha^e me to the town. 

Ere he was three miles near the town. 
She heard his horse.foot patt ; 

Mend up the fire, my fause brother. 
It scarce comes to my p^). 

Ere he was twa miles near the town. 

She heard his bridle ring ; 
Mend up the fire, my fause brother, 

It scarce comes to my chin. 

But look about, my fause brother. 

Ye see not what I see ; 
I see them coming here, or lang 

Will mend the fire for thee. 

Then up it comes him, little Prince James, 

And fiercely lodied he ; 
I'se make my lovers words very true 

She said concerning me. 

O wha has been sae bauld, he said. 

As put this bonfire on ? 
And wha has been sae bauld, he said. 

As put that lady in ? 



109 

Then out it spake her brother then, 

He spoke right furiousHe ; 
Says, I'm the man that put her in, 

Wha dare hinder me ? 

If my hands had been kx)ae, she said. 

As they are fastly bound ; 
I wou^d ha'e looted me to the ground, 

Gi^en you up your bomiy young son. 

I will bum for my love's sake. 
Her father and her mother ; 

And I irill bum for my love's aake> 
Her aster and her brother. 

And I will bum fiir my love's sake. 

The whole o** a^ her kin ; 
And I will bum for my lovers sake, 

Thro^ Linkum and thro^ Ian. 

And mony a bed will I make toom. 
And bower will I make thin ; 

And mony a babe shall thole the fire^ 
For I may enter in. 

Great meen was made for Lady Maisry,. 

On that hill whare she was slain ; 
But mair was for her ain true love. 

On the fields, for he ran braia. 
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It fell u{Hm a W^adeiMdftj, 
Brown Robyif 6 ttMil w^tn to sea ; 

But they MW tiidther ttKMH nor $un^ 
Nof star Jigtft iH' theit «>. 

We^ cast keveh w BMung^ 
See wba the' IMbaj^y MM fiifty be ; 

The kevel 1^ iM IBtroim lidbyt^ 
The master lAifti KM fete. 

It is nae #oilder) i^d B^oWA Sobyn^ 

Altho' I dinna X;hri^e i 
For in' mjr mitfi^ t hid twn Mrtis^ 

And wi^ my^aU^'tvt. 

But tie me to« pliuik o* wude. 

And throw me ifi tfie iea $ 
And if I «ink, ye itilty liid me ^k^ 

But if I sink just lat ine bee. 

They're tyed kim «o a |rfttffk €»^ n^Mte^ 
-And thfuyim Hhh^i A^ wft j 
^ Hedidna«hik,«litf«b<^y4Aiei^iiMlt/ 

He swim^, and^^y ba^ tint t&m b#e. 
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He hadna been ifllo Ifae BOft 

An* hour but bttfelj tb^ee ; 
Till by it came mt blemd tody^ 

Her itcMur ^Mng ton hit wiT. 

Will ye gaiig ioybur iMn agidn ? 

Or, will ye gtttig m' ittio^F 
Will ye gang to tfaeiJglili«MOn% 

MVV my Amx ^6iim koA m&f 

I wimm gai^ 40 Iny tMi «giftfi, 
For they .^iMjM bd Asoyld tttoieft; 

But I woW^ gttf^ tofhiid^ iitt««ieb% 
Wi* thy ^kit {flfHldMl (b0D. \ 

If 8 fo nae hfloMir y^ didi t^ 1M» JBe^Wft IMbyDj 

It's for uae giud yd did Id med ; 
But a' is Al^ 5^0^ lifi^ oMr(Mim9 



.aAi 



As I wikdl on a ))lsiiwt^B«a» 
<Twas on A^iia mokuhig df MiUfr ; 

I heard tiMi W^tb^ri^ nmkd ^eur bomv 
And hearkeftM lv«& whatlbiy did aaj^ 



112 

The first he gave a gnevoiis sigb^ 
And said, Alas ! and wae is me ! 

We ha'e a biother candeBaned to deaths 
And the very mprn must haq^d be. 

Then out it speaks him Utile Dick, 

I wat a gude fellow was he ; 
Had I three men unto mysell. 

Well borrowed sbou'd Bell Archie be. 

Out it speaks him Johnny Ha» 
A better fellow by far was he ; 

Ye shall ba'e nx men and yoursell. 
And me to bear you oompame^ 

Twa for keepera o' the gMavd, 
See that to keep it sickertie ; 

And twa toc^ome, and twa tp gaqg^ ; 
And twa to ^peak wi' Bell Archie^^ 

But we winna gang like men o' weir, 
Nor yet will we like cavalliers ; 

But we will gang like corn buyers, 
And we'll put brechens on our mares. 

Then they a«e to the jail•hou^e doors^ 
And they ba> tirled at the pio ; . 

Ye sleep ye, wake ye. Bell Ardhiie, 
Quickly rise^ lat us come in. 



113 

I sleep not aft*, I lie not ioft^ 

Wha^s there that kaedcs and ked^ my name ? 
It is your brothers IKek and Johii i • 

Ye**!! open the door^ lat us oboae in. 

Awa\ awa% my brethren dear. 

And ye^ll had &r awa* frae me ; 
If ye be found at jul-faouse door, . 

I fear like4c^ they^tt gar ye die. 

OhoK^alasI niy brodto' dear, 
Is this the hftarkiwng ye^ to ^me ? '. 

If ye^ll work thereinas we' thereout^. 
Well borrow.'d shcia'd your body be. . 

How can J work therein, ;theim, ^ i • ';• 

Oryet'howijcan X'W^kitberedtt't, . ' 
Whenfiffyrtonso'i^plniish.'iroriw ista: v. 'i / 

Are my £ubrjbodyjrouiidiaboc|t*<[] ( hr t 

HeputhisfiiJgers tolheMock,^ . .[^ :i/. 

I wat he handl^^th^miskkerlie; . I' A 
Anddbors.of'deal^ add Jbahdaofste^i^'f ^ .['i' 

He gart them di/in flinders flee. V • .: A 

He^s taVn the prisoner in hisahns, '■•/' 

Andheihasiuss^d him^ cheek: and chin'; 

Now mkce\m^mvietf myibrotfaer dfaa't^ ! :. 
There diall be; dasnts ere wi> twia! twioei 

VOL. I. I 
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He's ta*eii the i^riioaenm hiB bidE^ 

And a* his heavy haou lee; 
But and |iis maiae in his faaad. 

And stnu^ to Anpan gate went he;. 

But when they eame to Amian i^^r^ 

It was rparing like the sea ; 
O stay a little^ Johnny Hm 

Here we oaa neUher fischt not fee. 

Oy a refreshmept we aaiin bf^ 
We are haith dry fad hnng^ tee ; 

We'll gang to Bobartfs at thfrmill^ 
It stands upra. ymi lily lee. 

Up in the nuMnsng Ae jiribr faise^ 
As socHi's ^twas li^ that he oou'dt see ;^ 

WP a pint o* wine and a mess see fine,. 
Into the pdson house went ha 

When he cam^ toihe prisea door,. 

A dreaicy ai^ he had to aae $ 
The locks were shot^ the doors were fai»he^ 

And a* the prisoners won fiee» 

Ye'll gae and wakea Annan town, 
Bsase up five hundied aen and thnie^ 

And if diese raseals aaay be fimnd^ 
I vow like dogjik FU gsv thesadie. 
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O diniw yt hmut pm*d Anaah roar, 
Mair hmd tlian ever nwM the sea ? 

Well get the rafloals on tins aide. 
Sure lliey ean neither ftcht nor flee. 

Some gar ride, and acme gar rib, 
Wi' a* the haate that ye can make; 

We'll get them in aome tavon faoose. 
For Amma water Ihey wimia take. 

As little JXek 'wm Idokag nMind, 
All fer to see what he ooidd see, 

Sair the piond sheiiff trqp the phdn, 
Five hundred men Ua companie. 

O fiire ye wdl, my honny irife, 
lik^rise^ftr^taU, my dnidren three ;. 

Fare ye well, ye landa o^ Cafeld, 
For yo« agwu'l mite will sea. ) * 



For wfUl kttiftere I oaoie here, 
Thatf ianaii*1raAcr wouPd mm me ; 

My hoiaelB Ttnuig^ hsill nae ht ride^ 
And in thia wnter I numh dia 

• 

Out it tqpeaks htm Jdnmy Ha, 
I wat a gade fiiUQW was he $ 

O ptaguejupo^ ]mir<owa]3dly fiee^' 
The Uuiittait man; I .cfer did-see. 



GiV me your horse, take ye my maiey 
The devil drown my mare and ihec;^ 

Gi*e me the.prisoner on behind, 
And nane will die but he that^i fay. 

He quickly lap upo* the horse, 
And strait the stirrups siocarlie ; 

And jump'd upo* the other side, 
Wr the prisoner and his irons tee. 

The sheriff then came to the bank, 
And heard its roaring like the «ea*; • 

Says, How these men they ha'e got owier. 
It is a marvel unto me. 

I wadna venture after them, 
For a' the criminals that I see ;^ 

Nevertheless, now Johnny Ha, 
Throw ower the fetters xmto me 

DeU part you and the fetters, he said. 
As lang as my mare needs a diee ; • 

If she gang barefoot ere they be done, 
I wish an ill deadi mat ye die. 

Awa', awa% now Johnny Hai, 
Your taUL to me seems very sneU ; 

Your nuther'^s been some wild rankwUeh^ 
And you, yoursell, an imp o' helL 
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O open the door, my honey, my heart, 
O open the door, my ain kind dearie ; 

JPoT dinna ye mind upo' the time. 
We met in the wood at the well sae wearie? 

O gi?e QEie mj casMh ^y ^^» ^ J dow^ 
O gi^e me;my castick^ my ain kind dearie ; 

For dinna ye^mind upo^ the.time,^ 
We met in the wpod at the v^ sae wearie ? 

O ^'e me my broe^ my dow, my dow, 
O gi'e me my brose, my ain Idnd dearie ; 

For dinna ye mind upo"! the time, ^ 

We met in the. wood at the well sae wearie ? 

O gi^e me my kail, my dow, my dow, 
O gi'^e me my kail, my lun kind dearie ; 

For dinna ye mind upo^ the time, 
We met in the wood at the well sae wearie ? 

O lay me down, my dow, my dow, 
O lay me down, my ain kind dearie.; 

For dinna ye mind upo^ the time. 
We met in the wood at the well sae wearie ? 



O woe to you now, my dow, my dow, 
O woe to you now, my wile fause dearie ; 

And Oh ! for the time I had you again. 
Plunging the dubs at the well «ae wearie I 
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Lady Maisry forth fhwi her hoitrer ettne. 
And stood cm her tower fae^; 

She thought she heard a bridle ring^ 
The sound did her heait guid* 
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She thought H was her first true love, 
Whom she loved anoe in tilM; 

Bift it was her new love, Htintitigy 
Come fi^ the hunting o^ the Irfn'* 

Gude morrow, gude moRow, laniy Mmry, 

God make you safe and free ! 
I'm come to take my last farewell. 

And pay my last visit to thee. 

O stay, O stay then, young Huntfi^, 

O stay with me this night; 
Ye shall ha'e cheer, an* cihareoal d<ar, 

Aiid candles burning bright^ 
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Have no nioie cheer, Jrou lady 

An hour langer for me ; 
1 havea lady tnCUMEUiQUih town 

I love bettor than tlieer 

<0 if your lovefaa^eittaigad, my love, 

Since better canni/ be i 
Neverthdets, fo» aiiUl kcng ^yAe^ 

Ye'll stay this lught wi' m& 

Silver, litver shtiJt he your vagie, 
And gowd shall be your fee ; 

And.iune ^unea mfteinto the yeaii:^ 
Your weed riiril ^asiged be« 

Will ye gae to the cards cr dice, 

Or to a tavern finef 
Or will ye gae to a AsMe fordbye, 

And birl baitk beerlmd wine ? 
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I winna ga^ to tibe cafd^ttor dice,^ 

Nor to a tavern fine^ 
But I will gang to a table fatehyey 

And birl baitb beer and wine. 

Then she has drawn for young Hunting 
The beer but and the wine ; 

Till she got him as deadly drunk 
As ony unhallowed swine. 



Then she's i£en exit a truaty braad. 

That hang below h^ gare ; 
Then she^s wounded him, young Hunting, 

A deep wound and a aair. . . 

Then out it qpeaks her oomrade. 

Being in the compame; . 
Alas ! this deed diat ye bsL^e 4one, 

Will ruin baith you and me. 

Heal well, h^^well, you Lady Katharine, 

Heal well this. deed on me ; ' 
The robes that were shapen for my bodie. 

They shall be sewed Ear thee. 

Tho' I wou^d heal it never sac well. 
And never sae well, said, she ; 

There is a Grod above lis haitb. 
That can baith bear and s^. 

They booted him and spurred Jbun, 
As he'd been gaun to rid^; ... 

A hunting-horn about' his neck,. 
A sharp sword by his. side. 

And they rode on, and farther on. 

All the lang summer's fide ; 
Until they came to wan water, 

Where a' man ca's it Clyde, 
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And the deepest pot in Clyde^s water. 
And th^% they-flaag hbri in ; 

And put a turfon Ms Inreast bane, 
To had young Hcutt&ig down. 

O out it speaks a lillle wee> biid, 

As she sat on the brifff ; . 
Gae hame, gtte hame^ye Lady Maisiry, 

And pay your nuddaiVhiie; 



O I will pay 4ny maiden^s hire, 
And hire Til gi^e to thee ; 

If ye*!! conceal this fatal deed, 
Ye^s ha'*e gowd for your fee. 
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Then out it speaks a bonny bird. 

That flew aboon theb head ; 
Keep well, keqp wdtt your green daitUng, 
* Frae ae drap o' hia btoid. . 

O ril keep well m^. green chutiung 

Frae ae drap o* his bhiid ; 
Better than TU do your:flattering tongue, 

That flutters in your head. ' * 

Come down, come down, my^ Uniny bird. 
Light down upon my hand ; . ^ 

For ae gowd fisather that^i in your wing, 
I wou^d gi^e a^ my land. ' > 



1 
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How shall I 00016 d0wo>. haw can I ooiq« down? 

How shall I ecmt down to thee? 
The things ye $aid to young Huntings 

The same ye^fe siqmg to aoa 

But it feU out miiM sitine dasy^ 

The king was going U> ride; 
And he cdTd fixe hiiSy ycAing^ Hontiii^ 

For to ride by lutf nde. 

Then out it speaks the little young son. 

Sat on the nuiWs knee ; 
It fears me sair, fiaid that young babe^ 

He'^s in bower wi* yonlafa 

Then they hA'e ^all'd h^r^ Lady Katharine, 

And she swaite by the thorny 
That she saw not hkn^ young Hunting, 

Sin' yesterday at njom* 

Thai they kn'e call'd her, Lady Mttsry, 

And die sware by the mocn, 
That she saw not kdm, young Hnnting, 

Sin* yesterday at noon. 

He was phtjmg hia at the Cfyde'a water, 

Perhaps he haa &%n in* 
The king he call'd hk diTers aU, 

To dive Sx his ydung son* 



They div*d in iitfc? tbe. witn bum-btf^ 
Sue did thqr oQtthDo' th0 other ; 

We^ll diva nae'iiUHir, mA these yoaog m^ 
Suppose be iTere our biother. 

Then out it )^e a Sttl^bM^ 

That tLew 9booniiibtemhmi ; 
Dive on, dive aO, ^e divenr «tt> 

For there he lies iadeed. . 

But yell IttLVe aff your day diviiig» 

And ye'Il dive in ttie night ; 
The pot where yoqilg Hunting, liea kh 

The candles they'll bisrti bi%ht^ 

There are twa ladies in yop bower. 

And even in yon ha' ; 
And they hsf e kiU'd hm, yo»i^ Hu«6sg, 

And casten him awa% 

They booted him and spuft^ him. 

As he^d been gyuin to ride ; 
A hunting horn tied round his neck, 

A sharp sword by his ade. 

The deepest pot o' Clyde's water, 

There they flanghim in ; 
Laid a turf on his breast bane. 

To had young Himting down. 
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Now they left aff their day diritig, 
And th^ dived on the n^t ; 

The pot that young Huntmg lay in, 
The candles vf&pe buniing bright 

The king he calM his hewers aB, 
To hew down wood and thoni ; 

For to put up a stroi^ bale-fixe. 
These ladies for to bum. 

And they ha'*e ta'en ha*, Lady Katharine^ 

And they ha*e ptten her in ; 
But it wadna light upon her cheek, 

Nor wouM it on her chin ; 
But sang the points o^ her yellow hair. 

For healing the deadly sin. 

Then ibty ha^e ta'en her, Lady M ainry. 

And they ha^e put her in. 
First it lighted on her cheek. 

And syne upon her chin ; 
And sang the points o* her yellow hair, 

And she burnt like keckle*pin. 
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Blftiut)efiottt anil ^dlpltotice. 

There was a maid richly arrayed. 

In robes were rare to see ; 
For seven years and something mair^ 

She serv'd a gay ladie« 

But bemg fond o^ a higher place, 

In service shethouglit lang; 
She took h&c mantle her about, '. * 

Her coffer by the Iraiid. 

And as she walk'd by the diore.sidei i ' 
As blythe*8 a bird on tree ; - 

Tet stiiU she gaz*d her round abootj 
To see what she could see. 

At last she spied a little castle, 

That stood near by the sea; 
She spied it fiur, and drew it near, 

To that castle went she^ 

And when she came to that castle^ 

She tirled at the pin ; 
And ready stood a little wee bqy,- 

To lat thb fair nudd in* 



O who'i the owner of thb jiaeey 

porter boy tell me ? 

This place belongs unto a queen 
O' birth and high d^sii^. 

She put her hand in b^r pDeketr 
And ga*e him slniUngs three i 

porter bear my message wetf» 
Unto the queen fnie ine» 

The porter's git^ btfoi^ th^ !^0e% 
Fdllowdovmokihiaiqift; . 

Win up^ win iq^, my pQrtn^bayy 
What makes thi^ coiMerieP 

1 ha'e bate porMr at: yot^ y^t^ 
My dame, these ywrs fott ito^ ; 

But see ft tedle al^ youf yettis^ 
The fiurest my ey^ did see*. -. 

Cast up my j^to baith vide i^iad fafaidy 

Lat her come in to mi ; 
And m kpoiw by her courtc^sb; 

Lord's daughter if she be. 

When die oame in befeve theqiieciiy 
Fell low down on, hear; koiee; . • 
Service fra^ ydu» my kfaime, the qMten> 

1 pray you grant it 



If A$t MttTioe jtwm do 

What atatioi^ wiU jre he ? 
Can ye card wadt on apiii, fair maid, 

& milk the oow$ to me? 

No, I can naiheif card nor spm. 

Nor cows I canitf>* milk ; 
But ait into a bdjr'B famimv 

And sew the aeamao^ ^k. 



Fray tell this tinto «ae P 
O Blan<AeA»ur» that ia my naawy 
Bom in a stnni|^.OQi»triel 

O keep ye wdyi fine JU^yflMJc^ 

My aiu dear qon i^ he ; 
When other ladiea get a gift^ 

O^ that ye shall gji^t Ihree^ 

it wasna tald iiilb die hswcy^ 
Till it went thro* ^ ];ia?, . . 

That JeUyflcoMe aadBiaBaheOwr . 
Were giown iMrer gn»i witha\ 

When the queenV maids their visits paid, 

Upd* the gude Yule day ; 
When odier hidies got horse to ride. 

She boud take foot and gae. 






The queen she called her stable groonr^ 

To ocmie to her right seen ; 
Says, Ye^ll take out yon wild wuth steed;. 

And bring him to the green.- 

Ye^U take the bridle ftae his head. 

The lighters frae his e^en ; 
Ere she ride three times roan'* the crosfr, 

Her weel days will be dune. 

Jellyflarice his tme love -spy^d, ' 
As she rade roun^die cross; • 

And thrice he kissed her lorely i^ 
And took her firaefaer honei y- f. </. >■ - 



Gang to your bower, nfy iity 

For a"* my mother!s qnte; : 
There^s -nae oth^r amang her maids,; < r: . ' 

In whom I take delight / '\ * 

Ye are my jewel, and only imey ■ . 

Nane^s do you injury;'' 

For ere this*diiy«>iiio^th.come'ttnd gangy 

My wedded wife jre'se be! - . . j ' ^-ff 
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^Twas early on a Maj nuHning, 
Lady Isabel oomb^d her hair ; 

But little kent she or the mom^ 
She wou'd never oomb it mair. 

^Twas early on a May momii^. 
Lady Isabel rang the keys ; 

But little kent she or the mom, 
A fey woman she was. 

Ben it came her. itfefvmother^ 

As white's the Uly flower ; 
If s tauld me this day, Isabel^ 

You are your father's whore. 

O them that tauld you that, mother^ 
I wish they ne'er drink wine ; . 

For if I be the same woraan> 
My airi sell drees the jnne. 

« 

And them that's tauld you thiU, mother, 
I wish they ne'er drink ale ; . 

For if I be the same woman, . . 
My ain sell drees the dail. 
VOL. I. K 
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It may be very well seen, IsabeT^ 

It may be very well seen, 
He buys to you the damask gowns,. 

To me the dowie green* 

Ye are ofage, andl am young. 
And young amo^ my flowers ^ 

The fiiirer that my daithing be. 
The mair honour is yours. 

I hae a love b^poad the sea. 

And far ayont the fiiem ; 
For ilka gown my father buys me. 

My ain luve sends me tesL 

Come ben, come ben, now Lady Isabel,. 

And drink the wine wi* me ; 
I hae twa jewels in ae coffer. 

And ane o^ them I'll gie. 

Stay still, stay still, my mother dear^ 
Stay stiU a little 



Till I gang into Maiykirk, 
It's but a little n)ile. 

When she gaed on to Maiykkk, 
And into Mary^s quire. 

There she saw her Bm mother 
Sit in a gowden ehair. 
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O will I leave the fittids, mother f 

Or sball I sail tke seaP 
Or ahall I drink thiB dowie drink^ 

That is preparM for me ? 

Ye winna leave the lands, daughter. 

Nor will ye sail the sea, 
But ye will drink this dowie drink, 
. This woman's preiMur'd lor thee. 

Your bed is made in a betta^ place 

Than ever her'd will be, 
And ere ye're caald into the room^ 

Ye will be there w? me. 

Come in, come m^ now Lady Isabel, 
And drink the w^ wi' me ; 

I ha^e twa jewels in a^ ooSer, 
And ane o^ th«& I'll gie. 

Stay slill, stay stilly my mother dear, 

Stay still a little wee. 
Till I gang to yon^ g»den gfeen, 

My Maries a' to see. 

To some she gae t^e hroadi, tho broach. 

To some she gacf a ring ; 
But wae befa* her step-mother, 

To her she gae nae thing. 
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Come in, come in, now Lady Isabel^ 
And drink the wine wi^ me; 

I hae twa jewels in ae coffer, 
And ane o^ them FU ^e. 

Slowly to the bower she came. 

And slowly entered in; 
And being full o' oourtesie. 

Says, Be^n, mother, begin. 

She put it till her cheek, her cheeky 
^ae did she till her chin ; 

Sae did she till her fii^ fause Up% 
But never a drap gaed in. 

Lady Isabel put it till her cheeky 
Sae did she till her chin ; 

Sae did she till her rosy lips. 
And the rank poison gaed in. 

O take this cup frae me, mother^ 

O take this cup frae me ; 
My bed is made in a better place 

Than ever yours wiU ba 

My bed is in the heavens high» 

Amang the angels fine ; 
But yours is in the lowest hell. 

To drie torment and pine^ 
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Nae mo&n was made for Lady Isabdl, 
In bower where she lay dead ; 

But a' was for that ill woman^ 
In the fields mad she gaed* 



First I was Lady o^ Black Biggs, 

And then into Kincniigie; . 
Now I am the Lady o^ G^t, 

And my love he's ca'^d Georc&e. 

I was the imstress o^ Pitfim, 

And madam o' Eincraigie; 
But now my name is Lady Anne, 

And I am Gighf s own lady. 

We courted in the woods o^ Gight, 
Where Virks land flbw'rs spring bonny ; 

But pleasures I had never one. 
But sorrows thick and mony. 

He never ownM me as his wife, 
Nor honourVl me as his lady ; 

But day by day he saddles the grey^ 
And rides to Bign^^'s lady. 



19i 

When Bignet he got Wml of dun. 
That Gight lay wi' htt hdy ; 

He's casten him in prison stimg^ 
To ly till loids wete rtaAj. 

Where will I get a little wee boy. 
That h baith true and steady. 

That will run on to bonny Gight, 
And bring to me my lady. 

O here am I, a little wee boy, 
That is baith truaaod ateidy. 

That will run to the yateao? Gigbt, 
And bring to you your lady« 

Ye'll Ud her saddle thegrey» lh» grey. 
The brown rode ne*cr to smartly ; 

Ye'U bid her come to Efinbao* town, 
A* for the life of Geordia 

The night was finr, tbe moon wasdear. 

And he rode by Bawnmy; 
And stopped at the yates o* Oif^% 

Where kates were thick and mony* 

The lady ]o6k'd o^cr caslk wm% 
And dear bnt die was aotiy; 

Here oomes apage fine Ediidm' town, 
A' is nae well wi' Oeorfie. 
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What news, whftt iiew% my little boy ? 

Come tell me aoon and ahortly ; 
Bad nelr% bad ww8» my lady, he aaid, 

Th^'re going <0 hang yaiilr Geefdie. 

Ye'U saddle «o me the gp&y^ the gfey^ 
The brown rade neVr at) $tnlurtly ; 

And I'll aira' to Edkhro' towii» 
Borrow the life q" Qeordie. 



When she ca^ie near to SdiiabiD' town, 

I wy te she didna tanry ; 
But she has nouated h&t grey steed. 

And ridden the ifueen's berry. 

When sbeoBDie to the boat of Leith, 

I wat she didna tarry ; 
She gaa the boatman a guinea o^ gowd. 

To boat her ower the ferry. 

When Ae oalile to the pio* o^ Leith, . 

The poor thqr wmce siie many. 
She dealt die gowd right lib0K»Uie, 

And bade them pray be Geordie. 

When she gaed up the tolbooth stair, 
The nobles dMne were many ; 

And ilka ane stodd hat on bead. 
But hat in hand stood Geordie. 
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She gae a blink out ower them a\ 
And three blinks to her Geordie ; 

But when she saw his een fittt bound, 
A swocm fell in this lady. 

Whom has he robVd ? What has he stole ? 

Or has he killed ony? 
Or whaf s the mme that he has done. 

His foes they are sae mony ? 

He hasna brunt, he hasna slain, 

He hasna robbed ony ; 
But he has done another crime. 

For which he will pay dearly. 

Then out it speaks Lord Montague, 

(O wae be to his body !) 
The day we hanged young CSharles Hay, 

The mom we'll head your Geordie. 

Thenout it speaks the king himsdl. 

Vow but he spake bonny ; 
.Come here young Gight, confess your ans, 

Lef s hear if they be mony. 

Come here young Gight, confess your ans. 

See ye be true and steady ; 
And if your ans they be but sma', 

Then ye^se win wi* your lady. 
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Nane have I lobb'd, nouj^t have I stown. 

Nor have I kSled ony ; 
But ane o' the king's best brave steeds^ 

I sold him in Bevaiiy. 

Then out it speaks the king again, 

Dear, but he i^ke bonny ; 
That crkne^s nae gi^it, for your lady's sake, 

Put on your bat now, Geordie. 

Then out it speaks Lord Montague, 

wae be to his body ! 

There^s guilt appears in 6igfat'*s ain face, 
Ye^ll cross- examine Geordie. 

Now fflnce it all I must confess. 

My crimes buth great aiid mony : 
A wcanan abused, five or{Aan babes, 

1 killed them for their money. 

Out it speaks the king again. 

And dear but he was sorry ; 
Your confession brings confusion. 

Take aff your hat now, Geordie. 

Then out it speaks the lady hersell. 

Vow but she was sorry ;. 
Now all my life Til wear the black. 

Mourn for> the death o' Geordie. 
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Lord Htmtly tften he did apenk out, 

fair mot fa^ his bodyl 

I there will fight doubkft alanei 
Or ony thing ails Oeocdie* 

Then out it qpeaks the king agauiy 

Vow but he qpake boimy ; 
If ye^U Uil down ten thousand cmwns, 

Ye'll buy the lifeo' Geoidie, 

She spread bear mantle on the gnnnd. 
Dear but she qpiead it besmy ; 

Some gi^ her crowns, lome dueadoons. 
And some gjae dollars mony. 

Then she tauld down ten thousand crowns," 
Put on your bat, my Geordie. 

Then out it sp^s liord Montague, 

Wae be to his body ( 
I wish that Gight wanted the head, 

1 might enjoy'd his lady. 

Out it speaks the lady bersell. 

Ye need ne'er widi my body; 
O ill be&' your wizzen^d snout ! 

Wou'd ye compare w? Geordie i 



When she was in her saddle set, 
Riding the leys sac bonny ; 
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The fiddle and fleet played ne'er sae'sweet, 
As she behind her 



O Geordie^ Ge(»die, I love you well, 
Nae jealoune oouM move me ; 

The birds in tdr, that fly in pdrs, 
Can witness how I lore you. 

Ye<l| call for one^ the best o^ clerks, 
Ye^l call him soon and shortly ; 

As he may write what I indite, 
A' this I've done for Geordie. 

He tumM him right and round about,, 
And high, high looked Geordie ; 

A finger o^ Bignet^s lady's hand, 
Is worth a" your fiur body. 

My lands may a^ be masterless, 
My babes may want their mother; 

But I've made a vow, will keep it true, 
I'll be bound ta no other. 

These words they caused a great dispute, 
And proud and fierce grew Geordie ; 

A sharp dagger he pulled out. 
And pierc'd the heart o's lady. 
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The lady's dead, and Gigfat he's fled. 
And left his lands bdiind him ; 

Altho^ they searched south and north. 
There were nane there ^ouM find him. 

Now a"* that livM into Black Riggs, 

And likewise in Kincraigie, 
For seven years were clad in black. 

To mourn for Gighfs own lady. 



Willie stands in his stable door. 
And clapping at his steed ; 

And looking 6*er his white fingers, 
His nose began to bleed. 

Gie com to my horse, mother. 
And meat to my young man; 

And 1^11 awa^ to Meggie^s bower, 
141 win ere she lie down. 

O \Ade this night wi' me, Willie, 
O bide this night wi' me ; 

The best an' cock o' a' the reest. 
At your supper shall be. 
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A^ your cocks, and a' your reests^ 

I value not a piin ; 
For 1^11 awa^ to Meg^e^s bower, 

I'll win ere she lie down. 

Stay this night wi^ me, Willie, 

stay this night wi^ me ; 
The best an' sheep in a' the flock 

At your supper shall be. 

A"* your sheep, and a^ your flocks, 

1 value not a prin ; 

For I'll awa* to Meggie^s bower,^ 
I'll win ere she lie down. 

O an"* ye gang to Meggie's bower, 

Sae sur against my. will ; 
The deepest pot in Clyde's water,. 

My malison ye's feel. 

The guid steed that I ride upon. 
Cost me thrice thretty pound ; 

And I'll put trust in his swift feet. 
To hae me safe to land. 

As he rade oweryon high, high hiU, 
And down yon dowie den. 

The noise that was in Clyde^s water 
Wou^d fear'd five huner men. 
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O roaring Clyde, ye ro^ ower loud. 
Your streams seem wosdVous stiiaug $ 

Make me your wreck as I come back, 
But spare me as I gang. 

Then he is on to Meg^^s bower, 

And tirled at the pin ; 
O sleep ye, wi^e ye, Meg^e, he said, 

Te^U open, lat me eome in. 

wha b thb at my bower door. 
That calls me by my name ? 

It is your first love, swe^ Willie, 
This night newly coate hame. 

1 hae few lovers fiheroout, thereout, 
As few hae I tha^ein ; 

The best an*^ love ^t ever I had, 
Was here just late jrestreen. 

The warstan stable in a* your stdbles, 
For my puir steed to stand ; 

The warstan bower m a^ your bowers^ 
For me to lie therm : 

My boots are fii' o' Clyde^s water, 
I'm shivering at the chin. 

* 

My bams are fti* o* com, Willie, 
My stables are fti' o"* hay ; 
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My bowen are fii^ or gendenm% 
They'll oae remove till day. 

O fare-y&^ell, my fause M^g^ 

O farewdly and adieu ; 
I^ve gotten my nuthier'a maliflon^ 

This mgbt coming to you. 

As he rode ower yon high, high hill. 

And down yon dowie den ; 
The nidbing that was in Clydel^ water. 

Took Wilfie^s cane frae him. 

He leaned him owev his saddle bow. 

To catch his cane again; 
The rudbomg that was in Clyde's watei;^ 

Took Willie's hat ftae him. 

He lean'd him ower his saddle bow. 
To catch his hat thro^ force ; 

The rushing that was in Clyde*s watar. 
Took Willie ftae his bocse. 

Hb brither stood upo' the bank. 
Say s^ Fye, man, will ye drown ? 

Ye41 tdni ye to your high horse heai}, 
A&d leain bow to sowm. 
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How can I turn to my hone heady 

And learn how to sowm ? 
I've gotten my mither'^s maliaon, 

It*8 here that I maun drown f 

The very hour this young man. aank- 

Into the pot sae deep. 
Up it wakenM his love, Meggie, 

Out o^ her drowsy sleep. 

Come here, come here^ my mither dear. 
And road this dreary dream ; 

I dreamM my love was at our yates, 
A]\d nane wad let him iou 

Lye still, lye sMU. now, my Mfggie^ 
Lye still and tak your rest ; 

Sin' your true love was at your yates, 
It'*a but tWE quarters past 

Nimbly, nimbly ruse she up,, 

And nimbly pat qhe on ; 
And the higher that the lady cried. 

The louder blew the win\ 

The first an^ step that she stepped in. 

She stepped to the queet ; 
Ohon, alas ! said that kdy. 

This water's wondVous deep. 
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The next an' niep tlM|t she wade in. 

She wadit to the knee ; 
Says she, I cou^d wide farther. in^ 

If I my love couM see.-^ 

The i^t an" step that she wade in. 

She wadit to the. chin; 
The dieqieiit pot in Clyde's water 

She got sweet Willie in. 

YouVe hiul a cruel mither, Wyise,' 
And I have had anither i 

But we shall sleep in Clyde^s water. 
Like sister an' Uke bfidi^. ' 



Earl Biehard had but ae daughter, 
A maid 9' birth and &me ; 

She, Idyed her f«ither's kitchen boy,-^ 
The greater was htr shame. . 

But sbis could ne'er h^r tru^ love see^ 
Nor with him CQiild. she. talk, ' 

In tqwnl^ wh^re.she had wont tp go. 
Nor fields wheiie she could:, walk. 

VOL. I. L 



But it firil ance upon a day^ 
Her father went from home ^ 

She^s calTd upon the kitchen boy^ 
To come and clean her roonL 

Come sit ye down by me, WilUe^ 
Come nt ye down by me ; . 

ThereV nae a lord in a^ the nortb 
That I can love but thee. 

Let never the £ke be heard, lady^ 

Nor let it ever be ; 
For if your father get word o* this,. 

He will gar hang me hie. 

O ye shall ne'er be hang'd^ Willi^ 
Your blude shall ne^er be drawn ;. 

I'll lay my life in pledge o^ thine. 
Your body's ne'er get wrang. 

Excnse me now, my comely dame. 
No langer here I'll 4ftay ; 

You know my time is near expirM^ 
And now I must away; 

The joM&t-eock will on me cait> 
And answered he mnat be ; 

If I am found in bower with thee> 
Great mgst will there be. 
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The |iu|6t9r-ocx>)( will on you calli ; ^ 
But stiall not ann^^r'd -be { ; ^ - ' 

ni put jou in a higher pl^p^ - - 
Than anj'cook'a degree. 

I have a coffer full of gpld, . 

Another ^jf white n^Bie { ; : ; 
And I will build a bpnny ship,. ' ' . ~ 

And set mjlpye to sea.* ' ; ' 

Silk shfiU h^your saifing olo^liies^; . ; ;; 
Gold yellow in joia^ hair ; ^ • ,. 
^JM w^t^elijbe joilk 4r^ your twf^ h^pds^ - 
Your body neat qnd fiiir. _) 

This lady, with I^rfaif sj^ches, ' ' * 
She made the hqy grow bold ; 

And he l^cg^^n^) k^ and clap, ' 
And on his |pyej[^ l^o)^. 



And 4ui hair IwAltji bonny §hip, 
Set her love ^to jtl^ ^ j; . 

Seven sqfgp: hf}^ y WPJg m^^t 
To bear hin* ^n^ga^^ 






A # I * «• # -A. 



Then ^*s ta'en out a gfygp^ri^i :r. 

To himjsbe.didjjt j^; : ' 

This wiU wfl4 j«qp on; tfij^ Wi^ :WiHtei 

That's laid^h^^pyg m thmyj : : 
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Then he^s taVn out a piece of gold, 

And he brake it in two ; 
All I have in the world, my dame, 

For love, I ^ve to you. 

Now he is to his bonny ship. 

And merrily ta'en the sea ; 
The lady lay o'er castle wa'^i 

The tear blinded her e^e* 

They had not sailed upon the sea 

A week but barely three. 
When came a prosperous gale of wind,- 

On Spain's coast landed he. 

A lady lay o'er castle wa\ 

Beholding dale and down ; 
And she beheld the bonny stnp 

Come sailing to the town. 

Come here, come here, my Maries a^. 
Ye see not what I see ; 

For here I see the bonniest ship- 
That ever sul^d the sea. 

In her there is the bravest squire 
That e'er my eyes did see ; 

All clad in nlk, and ridi attire^ 
And comely^ comely^s he. 



busk, O busk, my Maries all, 

busk and make ye fine ; 
And we will on to yon shore side, 

Invite yon squire to dine. 

Will ye come up to my castle 
Wi' me, and take your dine ? 

And ye shall eat the gude white bread. 
And drink the claret wine. 

1 thank you for your bread, lady, 

1 thank you for your wine.; 

I thank you for your kind offer. 
But now I have not time. 

i would ^^e all my land, she says, 
Your gay bride were I she.; 

And then to live on a small portion. 
Contented I would be. 

:She<s far awa* frae me, lady. 

She's far awa^ frae me. 
That has my heart a-keeping fast, 

And my love still she41 be. 

But ladies they are unconstant, 
When their loves go to sea ; 

And she4i be wed ere ye gae back. 
My love, {uray stay wi^ me. 



If she be w^ ^#e 1 gb baelr, ^ 

And prolr« Me^ f^be td td^^ 
I shall liv^ i^glfe ril nay life^'^ 

ni ne'er wed dn& -but tih«. . 

Then she<«i te'eh oUt A guy gdd ting. 

And ^aV hitti pi^eJaetttlW ; - 
^Twill mind yoii on the hdy, yxMjg msa. 

That laid bet tore o^ thee« 

The ring that^s en thy inid filig^r 

Is far de&rer to mty 
Tho' yours Wei*e o* Uife gudevod gold, 

And mine (he metal fteot 

He viewed th^n all, bailh n^iit and small. 

As they stood oft the Aoi^ ; 
Then hcMst the msmisail to die wind. 

Adieu, for erermore ! 

He had not sail'd upon the s6a 
A week but barely thl^ 

Until there came a prosparotnl grie^ 
In Sootli£nd landed he. 

But he put paitit upcm his face,- 

And oil upon his hair ; 
Likewise a mA^ .above his bnn^j 

Which did diiSguiae him sair. 
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Earl Richard kry^ o^er caatle «a\ 

BehddiDg dale smd down.; 
Aiid he beh^ thcr bonny ship 

Come sailii^ to die town. 

Come have, «ome hare^ my daughter dear. 

Ye see not what I ^lee^ 
For hero I seethe bonniest ship 

That e w sml'd the sea. 

In her tkeieU iSke iMraflrest sqtdre 

That eVr siy «yes did see ; 
O busk, O baA^ my daughter dear. 

Come b&te^ come heiie^ to me. 

O hii(Sk,:0 busk, my daughter dear, 

O busk^ and make ye fine; 
And w» wiU4>n to the sfaoM side, 

Invite y<m squise to dine. 

He^s ftr awa* frae me, father, 

He<s far awa* frae me. 
Who has tile keeping o^ my heart, 

And 141 wed nane but he. 

Whoever has your heaort in band, 

Yon lad's the match for diee; 
And he shuUeome to my castle 

This day, and ^e wT ma 
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Will ye come up to my easUe 
With me^ and talce your dine P 

And ye shall eat the gude white bcead^ 
And drink the claret wine. 

Yes, 1^11 come up to your castle 
With you, and take my dine; 

For I would give my bonny ship 
Were your fmr daughter mine. 

I would give all my lands, he said^ 
That your bride she would be ; 

Then to live on a small portion. 
Contented would I be. 

As they gaed up fiom yon sea strand. 
And down the bowling green. 

He drew the mask out o*er his faoe^ 
For fear he should be seen* 

He^s done him down from bower to bower. 

Likewise from bower to ha* ; 
And there he saw that lady gay. 

The flower out o^er them &\ 

He^s ta'^en her in his arms twa. 

And hailed her courteousUe ; 
Excuse me, ar, there^s no strange man 

Such freedom use with me. 
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Her father turned him roimd about, 
A light ka j^ then gave he ; 

Stay, 1*11 retire a little whiles 
Perhiqps you may agree. 

Now WiUieV ta'en a gay gold ring, 

And gave her presentlie ; 
Says, Take y€ tbat^ ye lady fur, 

A love token^ from me. 

O got ye't oh. the sea sailing ? 

Or got ye^t on the sand ? 
Or got je\ on the coast of Spam, 

Upon a dead man's hand ? 

Fine siUc it was his sailing clothes, 

Grold yellow .was his hair ; 
It would ha'*e made a hale heart bleed 

To see him lying there. 

He was not dead as I passed by. 

But no remeid could be ; 
He gave me this token to bear 

Unto a fair ladie. 

And by the marks he has descryv'd, 
Fm sure that you are she ; 

So take this token of free will, 
For him you*ll never see. 
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In SQiTDV she tore het muile. 
With caons she tore her hak ; 

Now ^nce l^e lost my own true love^ 
I^U ne'er love young men mair. 

He drew the mask from cff bis face. 
The lady sweetly smiled ; . 

Awa', awa\ ye £Qise Willi^ 
How have you me begiiUed ? . 

Earl Richard he went tfavo^ the ha^ 
The wine glass in his hand; 

But little thought his Idtobea bo^^ 
Was heir o*er ^ his land. 

But this she kq>t within her heart. 

And never told to one; 
Unitil nine months they were expired 

That her young scm camelioaae.. 

She toldit to her father dear ; 

He said, Daught^, wc31 won; 
You^ve married for love, not tat goki. 

Your joys will neVr be done. 
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4h^i^aiMa^^«^ib 



Sweet WilHe was a widow's son. 
And milk-white was his weed; 

It sets him weel to briidle a horse, 
And better to saddle a steed, my dear, 
And better to saddle a steed. 

But he is on to Maisry's bower door. 

And tirled at the pin ; 
Ye sleep ye, wake ye. Lady Maisry, 

Ye<U open, let me come in, my dear, 

Ye*ll open, let me come in. 

O who is <his at my bower door, 
Sae well that knows my name ? 

It is your ain true love, Willie, 
If ye love the, lat me in, my dear, ' 
If ye love me, lat me in. 

Then huly, huly raise she up, 

For fear o' making din ; 
Then in her arms lang and bent, 

She caught sweet WilHe in, my dear, 

She ctfught sweet WiUie in. 
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She leaned her low down to her toe. 

To loose her true lovers sheen ; 
But cauld, cauld were the draps o* bleed* 

Fell fae his trusty brand, my dear, 

Fdl file his trusty brand. 

What frightfu'* sight is that, my love ? 

A frightfu^ sight to see ; 
What bluid is this on your sharp brandy 

O may ye not tell me, my dear ? 

O may ye not tell me? 

As I came diro** the woods this night. 

The wolf maist worried me ; 
O shou'd I slain the wolf, Maisry ? 

Or shouM the wolf slain me, my dear ? 

Or shou'd the wolf slidn me P 

They hadna kiss'd nor love dapped^ 

As lovers when they meet. 
Till up it starts her auld father 

Out o^ his drowsy sleep, my dear. 

Out o^ his drowsy sleep. 

what^s become o^ my house cock 
Sae crouse at ane did craw f 

1 wonder as much at my bold watch, 
That^s nae shooting ower the wa*, my dear ; 
Thaf 8 nae shooting ower the wa. 
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My gude house cock^ my only 0011^ 
Heir ower my land soe fxte ; 

If any ruffian hae him dain. 
High hanged shall he be»my dear. 
High hanged shall he be. 

Then he's on to Maisry's bower door, 

And tirled at the pn ; 
Ye sleep ye, wake ye^ daii^hter Maisry^ 

Ye<ll open, lat me oome in^ my dear, 

Ye<ll open, lat me oome in. 

Between the curtains and the wa\ 
She row^d her true love then ; 

And huly went she to the door, 
And let her firther in, my dear. 
And let her fikther in. 

What's become o^ your Maries, Maisry, 
Your bower it looks sae teem ? 

What's become o' your green claithiiig 7 
Your beds they are sae thin, my dear» 
Your beds they are sae thin. 

Gude for^e you, father, she said, 

I wish ye be't for nn ; 
Sae aft as ye hae dreaded me. 

But never found me wrang, my dear. 

But never found me wrang. 



\ n 



He tum'd him^tif^^ mid' wwiiA nbou^i 

As he^d been gaun ^wa" ; 
But sae nimbly 4s be sSsppei itki 

Behind a screen toe &»»% liiy dEfttT^ 

Behind a screen sassmsL^ 



Maisry tfainkiBg a^ dangers pa^ 

She to her love d]4 say ; 
ConvB, Ibve^ and take yiHir sil»t rest^ 

My anld father's away, nryidcari 

My auld father's amy 1 

Then baith lod^diiQ.aad& ^ithflv's Amxki 

They fell fulL&st aBlwpi;- 
When up it stuia her anU faMtor, 

And stoodat dieir faed &e£» toy delist 

And stood at their bed &et. 

I thi^ifL I hi&tbe vSOaiii iK/iry 

That my.dear .fion (Ud day ; 
But I ihidl life ]w«i^Um|i iiioi» 

Bc&m I aep the di^> my deur^ * 

Before I see the day. 

Then he<s drawn oul a tnialgr falld# ' 
And stroak'd it o^fft a sinqr » ' ' ' ^ 

And thro' and ite>' sjraat WilUe'f wddla. -^ 
He% gart'OanU iron gae» my dear, \ . 
He<s gart caoU iaaii 



Then u}» il wiA;«n\l Lady MaiiTf ' 

Out o^ her diovsj aleep;- 
And when she ssw h€X true krre dm. 

She strait began to wei^ my dear^ 

She straight b^ttn to weep. 

O gude for^e you, now falh^^ she said, 

I wish ye be^t for sin ; 
For I never lovVt^.love hiit ane, 

In my arms ye^e him slain, my dear. 

In my anns ye^e bna idaiti. 

This night he% daia my gude bold wsatch^ 

Thir^^ stout men and twa; 
Likewise heSs slain your ae brother. 

To me was worth them a\ my dgar. 

To n» was woitfa them a'< 

If he has slain my aie brither, 

Himsell had a^ the blame ; 
For mony a day he filots ^ofttm'^i - 

To hoe aw^-Wfflie dm^ my d^ar, 

To haeaweet Willie 



And tho' he<s slain your gude bold watch. 

He mIgM hae Ibeen fiMEgiai ; 
They came on him in ^ooaathA^^ 

1/Vlieii he was tmt abne, my idiar. 

When he was but alana 
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Nae meen was made for tfib young knight; 

In bower wheie he lay slain ; 
But a' was for sweet Maissy faright. 

In field, where she ran brtin, my. dear. 

In fields where she ran brain. 



Clerk Sandy and a lady gay . . . 

Were walking in the garden green ; 
And great,and heavy was the love 

That hae be&^en these twa between* 

• 

A bed, a bed, s^id Cl^k Sandy, 
A bed, my Iqve, for you and me ; 

O never a foot, said the lady gay. 
Till ance that we twa married be» 

My seven brithers will .come in, . 

And a^ thw torches biowng bright; 
They'll say, We hae but ae M^t, 

And here she's lying w^ a knight 

« 

Ye<H take my brimd J.bear in.hatid» . 

And wi" the flame yQ'U lift the gin ; 
Then ye may awear andaajre your otfl^p 

That ye ne'er l^t Clerk Sandy, ipt , 
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Ye*ll take that kurchte on your head^ 
And vi* the same tie up your een ; 

And ye.' will sweai* and save your oath| 
Ye saw not Sandy sin^ yestreen. 

Ye41 lift me in your arms twa. 
And carry me unto your bed ; 

Thenye may swear and save your oath, 
Clwk Sandy in your bower ne'^er tread. 

i%e^ taVn the brand he bare in handj 
And wP the same lifted the ^n ; 

It wasto.fiwear and save her oath, 
-She never loot Clerk feandy in. 

She% ta'^en the kunrhie frae her head. 
And wi^ the same tied up her een \ 

It was to swear and save her oath. 
She saw not Sandy sin^ yestreen. 

She% ta*en him in her arms twa. 
And she^s carried him to her bed{ 

It was to swear and save her oath. 
Clerk Sandie in her bower neW tMul. 

Tb«y haieba kis^d, nor love dappad, 
lik^ «ther \m^&nr when they m^t^ 
Till in a qpnut^rVi qpaee :a^ 
. . These two lovet» lell sound ariWp. 
VOL. I. M 
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TbeB in it fame )iipr sefen h^qitmh 
And It* their torphcy^ bunpi^biiglit ^ 

Tbej said^ we hae bpt ^ wlWy 
An4 heie she^s lying wT a knight** 

O, out it speaks t|^e first o* tbem^ 
We will awa' and U^t tben be ; 

Then out it speaks the seccxid q^ them» 
His father has nae n^air but be^ 

Out it speaks the third o" them. 
For be was standing on tb6 birk; . 

Nae sweeter ^cpu'*d twa lovers lyey 
Tho^ they^d bee^ mairned in a kildl(. 

Tfa^n out it qp^s the §a^itth p* iimok 
Mairiair and k^ely is bis bake ; . 

Our sister dear we cfumot blarney 
Altbo^ in hii9 she pleasure took. 

Then o^it it speaks tbe fiftb o' diein> 
It were a jnn t6 dp them ill ; 

Then out it qpake the sixth o* ibmh^ 
jjtfs Iiard.a sljeeping man to kiiL 

But m;% it speaks ^e fle¥^tb q' tb wi^ 
(I wish an iUjUnth mt be defe!) . 

I wear the sberp htmi hj Vf adi^ 
TJuit mm AhftU gar Clerk Sandy die^ 
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Then he^s taVn out his trusty brand, 
And he has «tn)akM it ower a strae i 

And thro^ and tbro^ Clerk Saqdy^s middled 
I wat he's.gart it come apd gae. 

The ]ady slept by her ipve^s side 

Until tbie dawi^iDg o* the day ; 
But what was dune she naething kne^, 

For when aih^ WfiCA th/es^ words (jid 8ay»- 

Awake^ awake^ now Clerk Sandy, 
Awake, apd turn you unto m^ ; 

Yefre nae sae keerfn ye were at Qight, 
When you and I met on the lee. 

0, then she calPd her chamber-m^ 

To bring her eoal and candle seeu ; 
I fear Clerk Sandy^s dead eneuch, 

I had a hymg mm^ yeistre^ii. 

Thpjr bae lifted fcia body up. 

They 1^ seaifeb^d it rpupd and rpund, 
And even anent H^ beniiy h^art, 

Discovered l^(^ deadly wwfKi. 

She wrung h^ Iimd« wd tore hj^ ^ai?) . 
And wning'ter b«mki 0K)s|: lutbeiflie ; . 

This is niy faiiiiB te«Ji^i rfe«ri 

This nig^t bae lis«d ^^ taruiMti^ 
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But I will do for my lovers sake 
WouM nae be done by ladies rare; 

For seven years shall hae an end. 
Or e^er a kame gang in my hair. 

0, 1 will do for my love'*s sake 
What other ladies wouM think lack ; 

For seven years shall hae an end, 
Or e'er I wear but dowie blade. 

And I will do for my lovers sake 
What other ladies woudna thole ; 

Seven years shall hae an end, 
Or e'er a shoe gang on my sole. 

In it came her father dear. 
And he was belted in a brand ; 

Sae softly as he trad the floor, 

And in her bower did stately stand. 

Says, Hold your tongue, my daughter dear. 
And ye^Il lat a^ your mourning be ; 

1*11 wed you to a higher match. 
Or e^er his fatheif's son cou*d be.' 

Wed well, wed well your seven sons, 
I wish ill wedded they may be ; 

Sin' they hae kill'd him, Clatk Sandy, 
For wedded shall I never be. 



His ocMpie was laid in the cauld day, 
The bells went tinkling thro' the town ; 

Alas ! aUs ! said the lady gay, 

That e^er I heard that waefu\ soun^ ! 

When she had sitten intill her iKni^ei^ 
A twalmonth lang and weary day ; 

Even below, her bower window. 

She heard, a ghsust to knock an' cry. 

<•-.. . .1,. . . 

She say% ye^ie thief or bauld robber, 

Or biggin come to burn or brake ; 

Or are you.ony masterfu' man, 

That i^ co^ie seeking pny make ? 

I am not thief npr.b^Id robber,' 
Nor bigging come to burn nor brake ; 

Nor am I oi^y^ masterfu'' man 
That is pQnft?> seeUiog ony make ; 

But I^m Clerk Sandy, your first love. 
And wants wi'. you to fpeak afpiiL 

Gin ye^re Clerk Sandy, my first love. 
And wants wi^ me to speak again ; 

Tell me some o^ the love tokens 
That you and I had last between. 

O mind not ye, ye gay lady, 
Sin^ last I was in bower wi^ thee, 
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That in it eame your seven i>«Mhvefi, 
The j0iii^;eit gart me ssuriy dree ? 

Then s^M, and said the gay lady, 
Sae true a tale as ye tell me. 

Sae painfoUy slie dam die wa'. 
She dam the wa* up after him ; 

^was not tar irant of stockings nor sheeo. 
But hadna time to put them on; 

And in the midst o^ gude greenwood 
TTwas there she lost the a^t o' him. 

The lady sat, and mourning there. 
Until she ooudna weep nae nunr ; 

At length the doks and wanton flies, 
Thqr faig^ in her yellow hair. 

O had your peaoe^ my dearest desr. 
For I am oome to mak* yoa wise ; 

Or this night mne nights come and gfiBg, 
WefamdishanbeinFBndiae! 
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WSiiliit mh Jaix Batr) ^nn. 

Willie cou'd neither read nor write, 
Annie cotfd neither card nor spin ; 

But he is on to Edinburgh town, 
To' iekm to be a gay merchant 

A hundred pounds o^ pennies round. 
His kyve rowed up iii servet stiia' ; 

Says;, Take ye that, my love, Willie, ^ 
It will begin your pack witha\ 

When ye are ^rie to Edinburgh town, 
And has your tnide in your right hand, 

O come y^ back some misty night. 
And steal awa^your aah burd Ann. 

When WilBe had gane to Edinburgh town. 
And had his trade in his right han^ ; 

Then he came back in a misty ^gfat, 
And stole awa** his ain burd Ann. 

When they were got on gude ship board. 
As they lay there a while wind-bound ; 

Annie minded on a glove she left. 
And Willie on a gude grey hound. 



But now to have his grey hound fetched, 
Willie jumped upon the land ; 

The wind blew fair, the ship did sail,— 
They had awa"* his dear burd Ann. 

Annie stood upon the deck, 
And waved her fan into her han' ; 

Return, return, sweet Willie, she said. 
They're taking awa' your ain burd Ann. 

Ye've lost the thing ye<ll never get, 
Ye've lost the thing ye'li never find ; 

Ye've lost the thing ye*ll never get. 
Your true love for a grey bitdi hound. 

Willie stood upon the shore. 

And waved his hat into his han* ; 

Stay stiU, stay still, ye bold mariners, 
Do not hae awa' my dear burd Ann. ' 

Seven days Ann sailed the sea. 
And seven Willie ga^ed by Ian', 

But a true woman Ann was aye. 
And a true woman her he fan\ 
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In Lauderdale I cbancM to walk, 

And heard a lady's moan, 
Liiimentmg for her dearest dear. 

And aye she cried, Ohon! 

Sure never a inaid that e^er drew br99th 

Had harder fate than me ; 
I^d never a lad but one on earth. 

They forc'd hhn to the sea. 

The ale shall ne'er be brewin 6^ m^It, 

Neither by sea nor land. 
That ev^ mair shall cross my hiiu/wi, ; 

Till my love conies to hand. ' 

A handsome hd wi^ ahouldeirs broad, 

Grold yellow was his hair ; 
HoBB of our Scottish youths on ^arth 

That with him could compairei 

She thought her, love was gone to seai, 

And landed in Bahome; 
But he was in a quiet chamber, < 

Hearing his lady^s moan. , 
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Why make ye all this moan, lady ? 

Why make ye all this moan ? 
For Fm deep sworn on a book, 

I must go to Babome. 

Traitorft false for to sulxlttey 
O^er seas- I'll liiake me boun^ ; 

That have trepian^d our kind'Sootdmieli, 
Like dogA to cfing them dowh. 

We^ take tlds ri^, this Miyti thk^, 

Whose Virtuef is unknown ; 
As lang^B dus ring^s your body on. 

Your Uood ^hail ne'^elr be drawn. 

But if tbk ring shall fade or stain. 

Or change to other hue. 
Come nev^ mair to fair Scotland 

If ye^rc a knret true. 

Th^ thk couple they did part 

With a sad heavy moan ; 
The wkid was fair, the ship was rsire. 

They faaided in Bahome. 

But m that jfliiee they had iiot been 

A month btft harely one,^ 
Till they k)ok'd on hi^ gay 'gbld rin^, 

And riven wats the stone.' 
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Time aUfft dpd w» not expif 'd 

A month but Msaroely threes 
Till black and ugly was thfe ring. 

And stone was burst in three. 

Fight on, fight on, you mory men all. 

With you I<11 fight no more ; 
I will gang to some holy pkce, 

Pray to the King of Glore. 

Then to th^ chi^ he is gone. 

And knelt most piteouslie ; 
For seven days, and seven nights. 

Till blood ran frae his knee. 

Yei>ll take my jewels that's in Bahoine, 

And deal them liberallie^ 
To young that cannot, and old that mannot. 

The blind that does not see. 

Give maist to women in child-bed laid. 

Can neither fecht n6r flee ; 
I hope she^ in the heavens high. 

That died for love of me. 

♦i 

The knights they wraUg th^ while fiftf^^ 

The ladies tote thar habr ; 
The women that n^Vr had ohildl^ti born, - 

In swoon they ddwni ftll thet^. 
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But in what way the kni^t expirMt 
No tongue >rill eVr declare ; 

So this doth end my mournful song, 
From me ye^ll get nae miur. 



'Twas on a misty day, a fair maiden gay. 

Went out to the Cowdenknowes ; 
Lang, lang she thought ere her ewes wou'd bught, 

Wr her pail for to milk the ewes. 
CJ^ortitf.-— O, the broom, the bonny^ bonny broom. 

The broom o^ the Cowdenknowes; 
. And aye sae sweet as the lassie isang. 
In the .ewe^bught milking her ewes. 

And aye as she Sjuig): the greenwoods rang, 

Her voice was sae loud and shrill ; 
They he^ the voice o^ this well-far^d nuud. 

At the other side o^ the hilL 

O the broom, the bonny, bonny broom, &c. 

My mother she is an ill woman. 

And an ill woman is she ; 
Or than she might have got some other oiaid 

To milk her ewes without me. 
O the broom, be 
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* 

My father was ance a landed laird, 

As mony mair have been ; 
But he held on the gambling trade 

Till a% free lands were dune. 
O the broom, &c. 

My father drank tihe brandy and beer^ . 

My mother the wine sae red ; 
Gars me, poor girl, gang maiden lang. 

For the lack o* tocher guid. 
O the broom, Ire. 

There was a troop o* merry gentletnw , 

Came riding alang the way ; 
And one o* them drew the ewe-bugUa untp^ 

At the voice o* thia lovely may. 
O the broom, &c. 

O well may you eong, my welLfar^d maid. 
And wdl may ydu cdng, I say ; 

For this is a wixk and* a mistyj^ht^ 
And I^ve ridden out o'^my Tray, 
O the broom, &c: ^ 

Ride on, ride on, young man,, shewd^ : 

Bide on the way ye ken ; ' 
But keep frae the. streams o* the Bock-riv«r, 

For they run fntMid and voin. 
O the fatoom, He 
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Ye winna want bop for meat, kind sikv 
And ye winna want men for fee ; 

It sets not U8, that are yoting women. 
To show young men the way. 
O the bioom, &c. 

O wuma ye pity me, fair maid ? 

O winna ye pity me ? 
O winna ye pity my poor steed. 

Stands trembling at yon tree? 
O the 't»oom, &c. 

Bide on, tide on, ye rank rider. 
Your steed's \^Mi stout and litrang ; 

Eor out o^ the ewe-bugfat I winna ieome^ 
For fear t^ttt ye do loe wrang. 
O the broom, &c. 

For wdl ken I by ypur 14gh-cott*d hat, 
And by your gay gbwd ring, 

That ye ore tli6 Earl o^ Rodc-rivanv 
That beguSes ^' our yotimg wome4 
O the broom, &c 

O nn^not the Elurl b^ Ih^ Soek-nvierd, 

Nor ever thmkd to be; 
But tarn ane o** bis finest knights, 

Bides aft in Ud dompaide^ - ' 
Othebfoom, Ut. 
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I know yon well Iqr your hmm beftdfl^-. * 

And by your iaerry iRFinkiiig eV, 
That ye are the laaido" the CowdfiDkoolRini^ 

And may very weU seem 4q be. . 
O the bisooBi) &c. 

He^s taVn her by the milk-white hand* 

And by the graas-grfe^ sleeve; 
He<s )nd ber d^i^ by the ewe*bug^t imV 

Atlier he 4ipi«red nae. Jeagre. 
O the bvoon, &c. 

When lie h^d got hi$ wilU o' her» 
And his w^» be 1^ ta^en; 

He lifted her up i)y tfai^ middle «iw ama'. 
Says, Fair lamd^rm U{> a^nn^ 
Q the bx»om» i&c. 

Theu he has ti^'f n /(>Ht A siU^ k^d^i^ 

](^'d doivpi her yellow hair ; 
Says, Fair maid take that, keep it for my sake. 

Case fr^e kne ye acif er grt iMbr. 
O the boQon^ to. 

Thenh^.|iu|bj|;ii^to^mfa»P<^k^: > 

And ^'en her guineas uteie ; 
Says, Take that, fair maiden, till I return, 

'XViU pay tile mime'a Aa. . 
Oi]ietaoQm».te. 
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Then he lap on his milk-white steed^ 
, And he rade after hk men ; 
And 9! that they did ny to him. 
Dear master, ye<ve tarried lang. 
O the broom, &c. 

I've ridden east, I<ve ridden, west, 

And over the Cowdenknowes ; 
But the bonniest lass that e^er I did sei^ 

Was i^ the ewe4)ught millging her eweft. 
O the broom, &c. 

She^s ta^en her milk-pail on her head,- 
And she gaed singing hame ; ^ • 
But a' that her auld father did say, 
Daughter, ye^ve tarried lang. 
CAonitf.— O the broom, the bonny, bonny broonit 
The broom o' the Cowdenknowes, 
Aye sae sair's I may rne the day. 
In the ewe^bugbts milking my ewes* 

O thisisanuikanda'misty.nag^t, - ^ 

father, as ye may see; 

The ewes they ran skipfmig over the knowes. 
And they woudna bu^t ^ for 9^. ' ' 
O the broomy be. * ' -^^ 

, I • • • • 

Before that he<d ta'en thelMnb t^ he teak, 

1 rather he<d. to'« other tlidM ; 
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When twenty weeks wete come and gane, * 

And twenty weeks and three, 
The lassie's colour grew pale and wan, 

And she longed this knight to see. 
O the broom, fee. 

Says, Wae to the fox came amo^ our flock, 

I wish he had ta*en them a\ 
Before that he<d ta'en frae me what he took ; 

It's occasioned my downfa\ 
O the broom, be. 

It fell anoe upon a time, 
. She was ca'ing hame her kye. 
There came a troop 6^ marry gentlemen. 
And they wykd the bonny lassie by. 
O the broom, &c. 

But one o* them spake as he rode past. 
Says, Who owes the baim ye are wi*^ ? 

A little she spake, but thought wi' hersell, 
Peiiiaps to ane as gudie as thee. 
O the broom, &c. 

O then she did blush as. he did pass by. 
And dear but die thoo^t shame ; 

And all that she did say to him. 
Sir, I have a husband at hame. 
O the .broom, &€. > 

VOL, I. N 
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Ye UfityeUt^jt welU&rM ami, 

Sae loud 83 I iiear you lie ; 
For diniw ye mind yon piisty nighty 
Ye wme in the bu^it wi* me f 

O the broom, th€i bonny, bonny broom. 

The broom 6* the Cowdenknowes ; 
Aye say sweet as I heard you sing^ 
In the evire-bugfats milking your ewes^ 

well do I mind, kind sir, she said. 
As ye rode over the hill. 

Ye took frae me my maidenhead. 
Fell sair against i|iy wiU. 

O the broom, the boniiy, beway braorn. 

The b^opm <^ the Cowdenknowes ; 
And aye sae sak as I n^ tl^e day, 
I met you milking my ewes. 

And aye fts ye qiake, ye lifted your hat. 
Ye had a meny winking e^e ; 

1 ken you well to be the man. 
Then kind sir, O f^ me. 

O the bvoom, kc 



Win yp, wip up, fidr maiden, he said, 
Nae langwhes^ ya^ll stay i 

This ni^t ye*se be |ny wedded wih. 
Without may mam dciey. 
O&ebiwBbJw. 
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He lighted aff his milk-pwhite steed, ■- 

And set the lasne on ; 
Ca* in your kyc, auld man, he did say, 

She*ll ne^er ca' them in again. 
O the broom, &c. 

I am the Earl.o^ the Rock-rivers, 

Ha^e fifty {>k>u^i8 and three ; 
And am sure I've chosen the fiiirest maid, 

That ever my eyes did see. 

O the broom, be. 

Then he stript her o' the robes o^ gi^y, 

DressM her in the robes o^ gi^een : 

And when she came to her lord's ha% 

They took her to be some queen. 

O the bro^m, the bonny, bonny birobm, 

The broom o' the Cowdeh\:liowe8 ; 
And aye sae sweet as the bonny lasue sang, 
That ever she milked the ewes ! 



prouti IStftitlattli. 



Come chonae a ftey, my^ 4«iiglilcr daft?^ 

As lang ^ y« bee me ; 
Foe 'When- 14b 4iMltadiaid in g*ve, 

There's nana wSI'caffa&rllfaaffi ( ' 
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Tlus pleases me, my father dear. 
The words I hear you say; 

For if I getna proud Maidand, 
I<11 die before my day. 

O there are lords that courted me. 
And kmghts o' high degree ; 

My love was laid on proud Maitland, 
From all that I do see. 

Her &ther wrote a broad letter. 
And seaiTd it vr¥ his hand ; 

And sent it on to proud Maitland, 
As fast as boy could gang. 

O when he looked the letter on, 
Alightlaughthenga'ehe; 

I^ sure this is the first woman, 
That^s laid her love on me. 

O busk, O busk, my merry men a% 
O busk and gang wP me ; 

And we will on to Morrice dale, 
That lady for to see. 

When he was in his saddle set, 
A tall young mm was he; 

About five bundled waSUw]|^ iiiaii^ 
To bear him oompanieu 
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Her father lay ower castle wa% 

Beholding dale and down ; 
And saw proad Maitland and Us men 

Come riding to the town. 

He turned about and ga'e a shout, 

O who are all these I seef 
I*m sure gin a' these get their dme, 

There will be nae guid o** me ! 

The men maun get baith boiled and roast, 

Thdr horses com and hay ; 
And gtn I hae wared a^ this cost. 

My debts 1^11 never pay. 

Proud Maitland musterM all his men. 
And bade them stand a' still ; 

Till he is on his journey gone. 
Out o'er the Pentland hiU. 

And when he came to Morrice dale, 

A loud shout then gae he; 
Are ye the lady that lives bere ? 

Or what^s your wills wi'^ me ? 

There are rnony gude lord courted me. 

And barons o' high degree ; 
^t ye are die man my lovers iix'd on, 

By a^ that I do see. 
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141 put simths ID your uaifibjf 

To shoe for yob a sleed ; 
And VU pul tf^Ion in your bower> 

To shape for you a weecL 

141 put odofcs in your kitdiciiy 

And budem in your ha* ; 
And horse-fprooms in your stable thon^ 

To answer wb^i you ca\ 

O wae mat worth you, jelly Janet, 
YeWe leam'd to court» I see ; 

Your nuthar was never to your father 
As married wcnnan shou'd be; 

Down below my fiithar^a garden. 

There grows an apple tree. 
And three upon the sunny flode. 

But it'^s worth a" the three. 
Mony ill cow^s had a gude calf, 
Sae h ag my miM*^** o^ ia6 

O wae mat worth you, jelly Janel, 

If ye do not as you say; 
If that I wed you wi' a ring, 

141 gu you rue the day. 

Wr tows 1^11 tie you to a stake. 
And bind you wT a diain ; 

And ilka day 1*11 beat your dog. 
Your father £d ne V incline. 
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O we were fievenr htkPe sidterst. 

Five of u» died Wf* t^ild ; 
And nane bat yen and I, Msisry, 

So we4] gae maidens mild. 

O had your tongue now Lady Margaret, 

Let a' your folly be ; 
I<U gar yocr keep yotfr true promise. 

To the lad dyont the sea. 

O there is Blithe lo^ nor knigfat 

My love shall ever won. 
Except it be Lo^d Darlington, 

And here be wiMai comd. 

But wheal ijiehout o* twatt was past. 

And nea» ^0 bew & one, 
Lord Baiitoglon came to the yetts, 

Wr thirty knighta and ten. 

Then he has wedded Lady Mavgaret, 
And brought her o'er the s«a ; 

And ^if» iras nane that lived on earth, 
Sae happy as was she. 
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But when nine months were come and gane. 

Strong travailling took she ; 
And nae physician in the land 

Could ease her maladie. 

Where will I get a little wee boy 

Will won b^th meat and fee. 
That will gae on to Seaton'^s yetts, 

Bring my mother to me ? 

O here am I, a little wee boy. 

That will won meat and fee ; 
That will gae on to Seaton'*s yetts, 

And bring your mother to thee. 

Then he is on to Seaton's yetts, 

As fast as gang could he ; 
Says, Ye must come to Darlington, 

Your daughter for to see. 

But when she came to Darlington, 

Where there waB litde pride, 
The scobbs were in the lady's mouth. 

The sharp sheer in heridde. 

Darlington stood on the stair, 

And gart the gowd rings flee ; 
My ha^s and bowers, and a** shall gae waMe, 

If my bonny love die for me. 
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had your tongue. Lord Dariington, 
Let a' your folly be ; 

1 boor theinrd within my sides, 
1*11 suffer her to die. 

But her that marries my daughter, 

I think he is a fool ; 
If he marries her at Candlemas, 

She41 be frae him ere Yule. 

I'had seven anoe in companie, 

This night I go my lane; 
And when I come to Clyde's water, 

I wish that I may drown. 



Slue floioexsi anb l^elloto^ 

Willie my son, what makes you sae sad ? 
As the sun shines over the valley ; 

1 lye sarely ack for the love of a maid, 
Amang the blue flowers and the yellow. 

Were she an heiress or lady sae free. 
As the sun shines over the valley, 

Tliat she will take no pity on thee, 
Amang the blue flowers and the yellow ? 
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O W3Ke» «y 8im» 1*11 bam you a wUe, 
As the sun shines over the vsH^j ) 

How this fiur maid ye may beguSe, 
Amang the blue floiwces and the ydUbw. 

Ye^U gi'a the priniapal bettman a gniat, 
As the sun shines oyer the valley; 

And ye^U gar him cry yonr dead lyke wake, 
Amang the bhie flowess and the ydlow. 

Then he gae the primapai beUman a groaC, 
As the sun shines over the vaOey ; 

He bade Um ciy lus dead lyke wake, 
Amang the blue flowors and the yeUow. 

This maiden she stood till she heard it a*. 
As the sun shines over the valley ; 

And down frae her cheeks the tears did fa\ 
Anai^ the bhie flower» and Hhe yelbw. 

ghe is hame to her fefhcr's aia bower. 
As the sun shines over the vattey ; 

I<11 gao|; to yen lyke wake^ ae smgle hour, 
Attumg ^e Hat flowers and tbeyaUow. 

Ye must take with you, yoor $in farithev John, 
As the sun shines over the valley; 

It's not meet for maidens to ventare al< 
Amaag tile blue flowera and tiie ye 
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Vll not take with wm my hritliec John, 

As the sun abiaes ovex the valley ; 
But 141 gang along, myself all abofl, 

AmaQg the blue flowers and the yellow. 

When she came to young Willie^s yote, 

As the sun diines over thejvalley ; 
His seven blithers were standkig dieieat» 

Ama^g the blu€| flowers and the yellow. 

Then they did conduct her into the ha'. 

As the sun shines over the valley ; 
Amang the weepers and merry mourners a% 

Amang the bhie flowers and the yellow. 

When she lifted up the covering sae red. 

As the sun shines over the valley ; 
With miriancholy countenance to lode on the dead, 

Amang the blue flowers and the yellow ; 



He's taen her in his arms, Imd h^ 'gainst the k 
As the sun shines over the valley ; 

Says, Lye ye here, fair maid, till day, 
Amang the blue flowers and the ydlow. 

O qp9re me, O spare me, but this niDgle night, 
As the sun shines over the valley ; 

And let me gang hame a maiden sae bright, 
Amang the blue flowers and the yeUow. 
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Tho^ all your kin were about your foovrer. 

As tl]\e sun shines over the valley ; 
Ye shall not be a maiden ae nngle hour, 

Amang the blue flowers and the y^ow. 

Fair maid, ye came' here without a convoy. 
As the sun shines over the valley ; 

But ye shall return wi' a horse and a boy, 
Amang the blue flowers and the yellow. 

Ye came here a maiden sae mild, 
As the sun shines over the valley ; 

But ye shall gae hame a wedded wife with child, 
Amang the blue flowers and the yeDow. 



3^ean 0' Bett)eltite'8 ?Lotoe 

FOR SIR G. GORDON. 

There were four-aad-twenty ladies. 

Dined T the queen's ha* ; 
And Jean o' Bethelnie 

Was the flower o* them a\ 

Four-and-twenty gentlemen 
Bode thro' Banchory fair ; 

But bonny Glenlogie, 
Was tl^ flower that was there. 
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Young Jean at a winclow, 
She chanced to sit vi^; 

And upon Glenlogie, 
She fixed an eje. 

She called on hb best man. 

Unto liim (fid say ;— • 
O what is that knight's name ? 

Or where does he stay ? 

He's of the noUe Gordons, 
Of great birth and fame; 

He stays at Glenlogpe, 
Sir George is his name. 

Then she wrote a broad letter. 
And wrote it in haste; 

To send to Glenlo^e, 
She thought it was best 

Says, O bniYe GUesdogie, 

Unto me be kind ; 
I<ve laid my love on you. 

And told you my mind. 

Then reading the letter^ 
As he stood on the green ; 

Says, I leave you to judge^ sifs^ 
What does women mean ? 
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O hold jour tasgii^ fitfhcr. 

And kt 0ie dane ; 
If I getna Glenkgie, 

I^ll neyer have ane. 

His bonaj jimp middlcy 
His blapk soUing eye ; 

If I getna Glei^qgie, 
I'm sure I shall die. 

But her fiithert M fdufdab^ 
A maB of great doll; 

He wrote a fanoad letter^ 
And penned il welL 

Saying, O bum Glao]pgiA» 
Why mu* it be so ? 

A Biaid's love \fiid o» joa^ 
Shall «bi^ ^a in iif IT woe? 

Then readifltg tbfi kd^» 
His h^eftrt ir%9 Iik« ti»tff«afc. 

That suob a fad yiii^ 
Should die fixr hie ssIa 

Then he aill*d4» Im keHmm 
And lUsayiso ibos gin^QQll 

Says, Gat my h0n^ wddM 
And bodl^ 9oan* 



19t 

Before the horse was saddledF, 
And brought to the yate ; 

Bonnie Glenloi^e, 

Was five miles on foot. 

When he came to Bethehiie^ 
He saw. nothing there. 

But weeping and wailing, 
Vexadon and care. 

Then out qiake her fiither. 
With the tear in his e> ; 

You're weteome, Glenlogie, 
You're wdoome to me. 

If ye make me welcome^ 
As welcome's ye say ; 

Ye'll show me the chamber, 
Where Jeannie does lay. 

Then one o^ her maidens 
Took him by the hand ; 

To show him die chamber 
Where Jeannie lay in. 

Before that she saw him. 
She was pale and wan ; 

But when she did see him. 
She grew ruddy again^ 



O turn, bonny Jeannie, 
Turn you to "your ^de ; 

For I<U be the bridegroom, 
And ye*ll be the bride. 

When Jeannie was married, 
Her tocher down tauld ; 

Bonny Jean o^ Bethelnie^ 
Was fifeteen years auld/ 



Fair Annie had a costly bower. 
Well built w? lime and stane ; 

And Willie came to visit her, 
Wr the light o^ the meen^^ 

When he came to Annie^s bower door^ 

He tirled at the pin ; 
Ye sleep ye, wake ye, fair Annie, 

Ye^ll open^ lat me come isu 

O never a fit, says fair Annie, 

Till I you|: errand ken. 
My fath^'^s vow'd a Vow, Annie,. 

1*11 tell you when I*m in. 
VOL. I. O 
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My father's vqw:cd a fflbh tow, . 

I darena maxrj the&; 
My mither'*s toi^ ainther vowv 

My bride ye'lse never be. 

If ye had tauld me that» WilC^ 

When we began ta woo; 
There was naithing in this waiid wide^ 

Shou'd drawB my love to you. 

A nun, a nun, jsaid fair Annie, 

A nun will I, be then. 
A priest, a priest, said sweet Willie, 

A priest win I be syne* 



She is gane to her father, 
(For mither she had nane ;) 

And she is. on to her. fadier. 
To see if she'd be a nun. 

An asking, asking, father dear, . 

An asking ye^U grant me ; 
That^s to get to the holy Nunnery^ 

And there to • live or dla 

Your asking's nae sae gv^eat, dattgtiii 

But granted it sh^ be; 
For ye?se w<m to the holy Nimiiery, 

There to Mtre ov ^. 
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Then they gaed oiiy and fiiith«r fnif 
Till they came to the yate v 

And th«re th^ sped a naiddn port^t, 
Wi' gowd upon her baU 

An askings asking, maiden p(»ter, 
An askittg ye*U ginant me ; - 

If 1*11 won to the holy Nunnery, 
There to live or die* 



Your mAifig^i^ nae sae great, lady, 

But granted xt^fibaU be; 
For ye*M wen to the holy Ntmnery, 

There to live or die. 

But yet nwifi rwr a vdtr, laidy, 

Before that ye seek in ; 
Never to kne a young raian*^ me^th. 

That goes upon the giMf. 

And ye matt rem aniAer vo^, 

Severely yttmiist imrk; 
The M«Ujw»rst vfi^ that ye^ife to vow, 

Is never to gang to t$^. 

I will vow a vow, Ae sakl, 

Before that I seek in ; 
I ne^er sbdl hiss a young rtmn^i mouthy 

That goes upon tfae griMT; 
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And I will yaw anither tow, 

Severely I will work ; 
The well-warst vow that I'm to vow^ 

Is never to gang to kirk. 

For seven years now fiur Annie, 
In the holy Nunnery lay she ; 

And seven years sweet Willie lay. 
In languish like to die. 

Is there nae duke nor lord^s dau^ter. 

My son, can comfort thee? 
And save thee frae the gates o** death. 

Is there nae remedie ? 

There is nae duke nor lord^s daughter. 

Mother, can comfort me ; 
Except it be my love, Annie,— 

In the holy Nunnery lies she. 

They^ve dressed sweet Willie up in silk, 
Wr gowd his gown did shine ; 

And nane couM ken by his pale fac^ 
But he was a lady fine. 

So they gaed on, and &rther on. 

Till they came to the yate ; 
And there they spied a maiden porter, 

wr gowd upon her hat 



l»7 

An asking, asking, maiden porter, 
An asking ye^U grant me ; 

For to win in to the holy Nunnery, 
Fair Annie for to see. 

Your asking'^s nae sae great, lady^ 

But granted it shall be ; 
Ye*se won into the holy Nunnery, 

Fair Annie for to see. 

Be she duke^s or lord's daughter, 
It^s lang sin^ she came here. 

Fair Annie kent her true lovers face. 
Says, Come up my sister dear. 

Sweet Willie went to kiss her lips. 

As he had wont to do ; 
But she sofdy whisper'd him,*—* 

I darena this avow. 



My heart is lighter than the poll, 
My folly made me glad ; 

As on my rambles I went out. 
Near by a garden* «de. 
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I walked on, lAd Snxtikmf'oA^ 

Love did my bettrt ^ngA^ ; . 
There I spied a nielLftff'd mttd, 

Lay sleeping near a kedge. 

Then I kiss'd her with my lips» 
And stroked her widi my hand ; 

Win up, win up, ye weU-fair'd maid. 
This day ye sleep o^er lang. 

This dreary sight that I hae seen. 

Unto my heart gives pain ; 
At the south side o^ your fadieTs garden, 

I see a kxught lies slun. 

O what Uke was his hawk, his hawk ? 

Or what like was his hound ? 
And what like was the trusty brand. 

This new-slain knight had on? 

His hawk and hound were from him gone. 

His steed tied to a tree ; 
A bloody brand beneath his head^ 

And on the ground lies h6.' 

O what like was his lio^^ hi<9^ hdBt ? 

And what like w^re Us shoon ? - 
And what like waii the gfty ^thtl^ ' 

This new-slaiii kni^t h»d dii:? ' 



His coat 4VM <3£iA^ i^A sMtto, 

His waistcoat ^ the saaitie ;' 
His hose w&ee of ihe bonny Uafesk, 

And shoda itmseA with eordin. ' 

Bonny was his yellow hair. 
For it was new combed down ; 

Then, sighing sair, said the lady fair, 
I combed it late yestreen. 

O wha will shoe my fior fti' foot? 

Or wha will ^ove mj hand P 
Or wha wi}l-fiither my dear bmm, 

Since my love's dead and gane ? 

I will shoe your feir fii' foot. 
And I will glove yonr hand; 

And I'll be faliier to yonr 'bairn. 
Since your love's dead tmd gane. 

1 winna father my fcatm, she said. 
Upon an unkent man ; 

I<11 father it on tiie King of Heaven, 
Since my lovers dead and gane. 

The knight he lenaek^d his wMte fxlgdrs, 

The lady tore her hah* ; 
He<8 ittwn "Oie vaadk fitmi dF his fkce,«^ 

Says, Lady, mourn nae mair. 
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For je are iuiiie> and I am thine, 
I see your love is tme; 

And if I live and brook my life» 
Ye'se never hae cause to rue. 



It is a month, and isna mair. 

Love, sin^ I was at thee ; 
But find a stirnng in your side. 

Who may the father l)e 

Is it to a lord of might ? 

Or baron of high degree ? 
Or is it to the little wee page 

That rode along wi' me? 

It is not .to a man of might. 
Nor baron of high degree ; 

But it is to a popish priest. 
My lord, I winna lie. 

He got me in my bower alone. 

As I sat pensively ; 
He vowed he would fongive my ^ju^ 

If I would him obey. 
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Now U fell anoe upon a day, 

This young lord went finom home ; 

And great and heavy were, the pains, 
That came this lady oo. 

Then word has gane to her gude lord, 

As he sat at the wine ; 
And when the tidings he did hear, 

Then he came sin^ng hame^ 

When he came to his own bower door. 

He tirled at the pin ; 
Ye sleep ye, wake ye, my gay lady, 

Ye'll let your gude lord in. 

Huly, huly, riuse she up, 

And slowly put she on. 
And slowly came she to the dpor,— « 

She was a weary woman. 

Ye^ll take up my son, Willie, 

That ye see here wi^ me ; 
And hae him down to yon shore side. 

And throw him in the sea. 
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Gin he ank, ye41 let him sink. 
Gin he swim,. ye4l let him swim ; . 

And nerrer let hiin.'retum again. 
Till white fish he bring hame. 



Then he^s ta*ett nj) Wai littte yrning son. 

And wiw'a bha in a tend ; 
And he ii 6tt to his mother, 

As fast as he could gang. 

Ye«ll open the A)Or, toy nxiftber dfear, 
Ye«ll open, let toe come in % 

My young son i& in toy arms tira. 
And shitwng at the chin. 

I tatiW yon tnre, my son WiSie, 

When ye was gaun to rifle, 
That lady was an ili woman, 

That ye chose for yonr brid*. 

hold your tongufe, my mother ^(ear. 
Let a' your folly be ; 

1 wat she is a king's dsiughter, 

That's sent this son to thee. 

I wat she was a Idng^s daughter, 

I loved beyond the sea ; 
And if my kidy heaSr of this. 

Right angi*y w4n she %e. 

If that be true, Aiy "son Willie, 

Youf'^tt tfittigue^^^mia l«e; 
Nae waur teyour^ten'trtB^deJife, • • 

Than what «v«Mi^d6ttetb'&i». 



He's gtthehcaKie to hk lady. 

And sair mMmag was i^ ; 
Wbflt aits you noWy my lady gay^ 

Ye weep sa bitteiiie? 

O bonny was the t^Mt^ lidh^r. 

That I sent to the sea ; 
But lang, }«ig, wiH { look for Ssh, 

Ere white fish he bring me ! ' 

bonny was the white fisher, 
That ye kiest in the facm ; 

But lang, lang, will I look fifr -fish. 
Ere white fii^ he fetch hame ! 

1 fell a slumbering on my bed. 
That time ye went frae me ; 

And dreamed, my young son fitfd my arms, 
But when waked,— he's in the sea« 

hold your tongue, my gay lady. 
Let a' your mourning be ; 

And 141 gie you some fine corcBa!, 
My love, to comfort thee; 

1 value not your fine oorifial. 

Nor aught dial ye citti^^ ; < 

Who cmM haediM^mftltnybohny jrouihgton, 
Could aa ^ pdsM Ittfe: 



Cheer up your heart, mj lily flower,. 

Tbmk me nc ill o me; 
Your yoin^ bod's in my molher^s l^i^ver, 

SetoD the oourioe knee. 

Now if ye^U be a gade woman, 

1*11 ne^er mind this to thee; 
Nae wamr is done to your young son. 

Than what was dcme to me. 

Well CdTs me now, my ain gude lord. 
These words do cfamsh me; 

If it hadna oome o"* youisell, my lord, 
^would ne*er hae come o' me. 



We were sisters, asters seven. 
Bowing down, bowing down; 

The fairest women under heaven. 
And aye the birks a-bowing. 

They kiest kevels them amang, 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

Wha wou^d to the gfenewoed g«Bg» 
And aye the biricsa-bowing^ 
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The ktvels they g^ed thro*, die bM% 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

And on the youngest k did fa% 
And aye the birka a^bolnng. 

Now she must to the gienewood gangy 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

To pu** the nuts in grenewood hang^ 
And aye the birks a-bowing; 

She hadna tanied an hour but ame^ 
Bowing down, bowing down, 

TiU she met wi' a highlan' groom^ 
And aye the birks arbowing. 

He keeped her sae late and lang. 
Bowing down> bowing down. 

Till the evening set, and birds they songr 
And aye the birks a-bowing. 

He ga^e to her at their partiiig. 
Bowing down, bowmg down^ 

A chain o^ gold, and gay gold ring, 
And aye the birks apb6wipg» 

And three locks o^ hb y dlow hasr^ 
Bowing down, bowing down; 

Bade her keep them for evermair^ 
And aye tlie birks a-bowing. 



When tj^hmgmMim west come and gane. 

Bowing iWwii^ hamuff ddwn^ 
A courtier to this Iftly came, 

And aye the faurks a-bowing. 

Lord Dingirall courted this ladj gtj^ 

Bowing down^ bomng down ; 
And so he set th^ we4ding.day. 

And aye the bivks. a4)owing. 

A little hoy to the ha' wa&sen^ 

Bowing down, bpwkig down ; 
To bring her horse was his^ intent. 

And aye the birks^a-bowing. 

As she was vidiiig the way flloag. 

Bowing down, bowing dowoy 
Sbt beg^ to make a heavy moan, 

And aye the birks. tubowing. 

What ails y«a, kdy, the boy saidl^ 

Bowing down, bowing down. 
That ye seem wm dij8pa^«d> 

And aye the^ birke lubowiaig: 

Are the beUfe 'iitlwfiir jwii tM atiaa^^' 

Bowing dfwmvtii^v^Bf dow)»; 
Or the stimifirlbr you too kfi^? 

And aye cWlnifei-ftJmriiig^ 
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But, little hvf, wUt jm ^dhm^ . 

Bowing down, boviikp qosra^ ' 
The fidbions that are in jour aaunftiie F 

And aye the fabka a^bovnng; 



The £tthioii8 in our ha' I*U teU, 

Bowing down, bownig down ; 
And o^ them a' 1^11 warn yoa wdD^ 

And aye the harks at-boiwiBg. 

When ye conio ill ujpoB the floor, 

Bowing down, bowing down ; 
His mithcir will meet you wi* a golden chnv 

And aye the birks a^bowing;. 



But be ye. maid, or be ye nene, ' 

Bowing down, bowing down. 
Unto the high scat make ye boaif , • 

And aye the birks anbowing. . , 

Lord Dingwall aB has been bq^d^' 

Bowing dovvB, bowing- down ; 
By girls whom young men hae defile^ 

And aye the biiks »»bowing. 

Hfl?8 «itttad tfift pa|Mi free difeir bMBit bane^ 

Bowing downy bowing dows ; 
And sent them back to thor ain hauM, 

And aye the faarha aJbowing. 
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When she came in upon the floor^ 

Bowing down, bowing down ; 
His inotfaer mether wi' a golden chair^ 

And aye the birks a^bowing. 

Bat to the high seat she made her bounV 

Bowing down, bowing down ; 
She knew that maiden she was nane. 

And aye the birks a-bowing. 

When night was come, ijiey went to body 

Bowing down, bowing down ; 
And'ower her breast his arm he laidy 

And aye the birks a-bowingv 

He quickly jumped upod the fkxir. 

Bowing down, bowing down; 
And said, Fve got a vile rank whore. 

And aye the birks a-bowing. 

Unto his mother he made his moan. 

Bowing down, bowing down ; 
Says, Mother dear, I am undone, 

And aye the birks a-bowing* 

Ye^re aft tdd when I brought them hami^ 

Bowing down, bowing down. 
Whether tHey were maid or nane. 

And aye the birks a-bowing. 
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I thought I^d gotten a maiden bright, 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

I*ve gotten but a waefu' wight, 
And aye the Inrks a-bowing. 

I thought I^ gotten a mmden clear, 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

But gotten but a vile rank whore. 
And aye the birks a-bowing. 

When she came in upon the floor. 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

I met her wi^ a golden chair. 
And aye the birks a-bowing. 

But to the high seat she made her boun\ 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

Because a maiden she was nane. 
And aye the birks a-bowing. 

I wonder wha^s tauld that gay ladie. 
Bowing down, bowing down. 

The fashion into our coHntrie, 
And aye the Urks a-bowing. 

It is your little boy I blame. 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

Whom ye did send to bring her hame^ 
And aye the Urks a-bowing. 
VOL. I. P 
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Then to the lady she did go. 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

And said, O Lady let me know. 
And aye ibe l»rk9 arbowing. 

Who has de6Ied your fur bodie ? 

Bowing down, bowing down ; 
Ye^re the first that has beguiled me. 

And aye the birks a-bowing. 

we were sisters, sisters seven. 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

The fairest women under heaven. 
And aye th^ birks a-bowing. 

And we kiest kevels us amang. 
Bowing down, bowing down, 

Wha wou^d to the grenewood gang. 
And aye the birks a-bowing ; 

For to pu^ the finest flowers, 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

To put around our summer bowers. 
And aye the birks a4)owii^ 

1 Was the youngest o** tl^em a\ 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

The hardest fiirtune did me befa\ 
And aye the birka a-bowing* 
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Unto the grenewocxl I did gang, 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

And pu^d the nuts as they down hang. 
And aye the birks a-bowing. 

I hadna stayed an hour but ane, 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

Till I met wi^ a highlan' groom^ 
And aye the birks a-bowing. 

He keeped me sae late and lang, 
Bowing down^ bowing down ; 

Till the evening set, and birds they sang. 
And aye the birks a-bowing. 

He gae to me at our parting. 
Bowing down, bowing down, 

A chun of gold, and gay gold ring. 
And aye the birks a-bowing ; 

And three locks o^ his yellow hair, 
Bowing down,' bowing down ; 

Bade me keep them for evermau'. 
And aye the hitki a-bowing. 

Then for to show I make nae lie, 
Bowing down^ bowing down^ 

Look, ye my trunk and ye will see. 
And aye the birks 4i^boWing. 
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Unto the trunk then she did go, 
Bowing down, bowing down. 

To see if that were true or no, 
And aye the birks a-bowing. 

And aye she sought, and aye she flange 
Bowing down, bowing down. 

Till these four things came to her hand. 
And aye the birks a-bowing. 

Then she did to her ain son go. 
Bowing down, bowing down. 

And sidd, my son, ye^U let me know. 
And aye the birks a-bowing. 

Ye will tell to me this thing. 
Bowing down^ bowing down. 

What did you wi' my wedding-ring ? 
And aye the birks a^-bowing. 

Mother dear, 1^11 tell nae lie. 
Bowing down, bowing down ; 

I gave it to a gay ladie. 
And aye the birks a-bowing. 

I would gie a^ my ha's and towers. 
Bowing down, bowing down, 

I had this bird within my bowers. 
And aye the birks a-bowiag. 
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Keep well, keep well, your lands and strands, 

Bowing down, bowing down ; 
Ye hae that bird within your hands, 

And aye the Urks a-bowing. 

Now, my son, to your bower ye*ll go, 

Bowing down, bowing down ; 
Comfort your ladie, she^s full o^ woe, 

And aye the birks a-bowing. 

Now when nine months were come and gane, 

Bbwing down, bowing down. 
The lady she brought hame a son, 

And aye the birks a bowing. 

It was written on his breast bane, * 

Bowing down, bowing down. 
Lord Dingwall was his father^s name, 

And aye the birks a- bowing. 

He's ta^en his young son in his arms. 

Bowing down, bowing down^ 
And aye he praised his lovely charms, 

And aye the birks a-bowing. 

And he has gi'^en him kisses three. 

Bowing down, bowing down ; 
And doubliid them ower to his ladie. 

And aye the birks a-bowing. 
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James iinxicB^ 

are ye my father, or are ye my mother ? 
Or are ye my brother Jc^n ? 

Or are ye James Herries, my first true love, 
Come back to Scotland again ? 

1 am not your father, I am not your mother, 
Nor am 1 your brother John ; 

But I*m James Herries, your first true love. 
Come back to Scotland aginn. 

Awa', awa', ye former lovers. 

Had far awa^ frae me ; 
For now I am another man's wife, 

Ye*ll ne'er see joy o' me. 

Had I kent that ere I came here, 

I ne'er had come to thee ; 
For I might hae mairied the king's daughter, 

Sae fain she wou'd had me. 

I despised the crown o' gold. 

The yellow silk also ; 
And I am come to my true love^ 

But with me she^U not go. 
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My husbind he is a ctrpe&ter, 
Makes his bread on dry land, 

And J hae bom him a young son,-*^ 
Wi' you I will not gang. 

You must forsake your dear husband, 

Your little young son also, 
Wi' me to sail the raging seas, 

Where the stormy winds do blow. 

O what hae you to keep me m\ 

If I should with you go ? 
If I'd fcHTsake my dear husband. 

My little young son also ? 

• 
See ye not yon seven pretty ships, 

The eighth brought me to land ; 
With merdbandize and mariners. 

And wealth in every hand f 

She tunf d her round upon the diore, 

Her lovers diips to behold ; 
Their topmasts and th^ mainyards, 

Were covered o^er wi^ gold* 

Then she^s gane to her litlk young son, 
And kissM him dieek and ehin ; 

Sae has die to her sle^ng husband, 
And dune the same to him. 
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sleep ye, wake y^, my busbuid, 
I wish ye wake in time ; 

1 woudna £>r ten thousand pounds^ 
This night ye knew my. mind. 

She^s drawn the slippers on her feet. 

Were cover'*d ©"^er w? gold ; 
Well lined within wP velvet fine. 

To had her frae the cold. 

She hadna sailed upon the sea 

A league but barely three. 
Till she nunded on her dear husband. 

Her little young son tee. 

O gin I were at land again. 

At land where I wou^d be. 
The woman ne^er shou'd bear the son 

Shou'd gar me sail the sea. 

O hold your tongue, my uprightly flower. 

Let a' your mourning be ; 
1*11 show you how the lilies grow 

On the banks o^ Italy. 



She hadna sailed on the sea 

A day but barely ane. 
Till the thoughts o' grief came in her mind, 

And she lang'd for to be hame. 
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gentle death, oome cut my breath, 
I may be deadere mom; 

1 may be buried in Scottish ground. 
Where I was bred and bom. 

hold your tongue, my lily leesome thing, 
Let a* your mourning be ; 

But for a while we^U stay at Rose Isle, 
Then see a far countrie. 

Ye*se ne^er be buried in Scottish ground, 
Nor land ye^se nae mair see ^ 

1 brought you away to punish you. 

For the breaking your tows to me. 

I sud ye should see the lilies grow. 

On the banks o' Italy ; 
But 1^11 let you see the fishes swim. 

In the bottom o** the sea. 

He reach'd his hand to the topmast, 

Made a* the sails gae down; 
And in the twinkling o^ an e^e, 

Biuth ship and crew did drown. 

The fatal ^ffight o* tins wretdied moid 

Did readi her ain oountrie; 
Her husband then distracted ran. 

And tlui lament made he :*- 
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O wae lis to the ship, th« ship. 

And wae be to the aea. 
And wae be to the manners. 

Took Jeanie Douglas frae me ! 

O bonny^ bonny was my love, 

A pleasure to behold; 
The very hiur o^ my lovers head^ 

Was like the threads b* gpld. 

O bonny was her cheek, her cheek. 
And bonny was her chin; 

And bonny was the bnde she was. 
The day she was made nune I 



Barbara Blaar came down the stahr, 
A gown o^ gceen she did put <xi ; 

Wr siller slippers on her £eety**- 
The captain's made her colour wan. 

The captai]|'# Oft lo^ ydti hoiiibut:. 
To rig his bomiy diip for sea; 

O daintie fiabie, ai^ her mother^ 
Tho^ he shou'd ne!er oome back to thee. 
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I wish Saturday was a atomy day, 
A mighty tempest in the sea; 

The oaptain^s ship may rent and rive. 
And he may ne^er cume back to thee. 

say not sae, my mother dear. 

He laid the red gowd on my kiiee^ 
Now daintie Babie, said her mother^ 
This same red gowd will marry thee. 

If I wou'd many a knrd o* fame, 

He is abeen my ain degree ; 
For aye when I offended him. 

He wou^d cast up my babe to me. 

1 wish Saturday was a bonny day, 
A mighty calmness in the aea; 

That ships may sail, and boats may row. 
That my dear captain come bade to me. 

But I will. cut my yellow hair, 

1^11 cut it fiiir abeen my e'e ; 
And I will on to yonder harbour. 

See gin the captain will mind ine. 



The captain heard his true lofVSToioe^ 
Add he did stand bebw the stair ;- 

And into Babied room be went, 
Said, Lore, let be your yeljow hair. 



He^s ta'en out tbree handfu^ o^ gowd. 
And he has tauld it on his knee; 

Then he raxed ower the table braid. 
And sud. My love take this frae me. 

He put his hand into his pocket. 
And he's ta^en out a bottle o^ wine ; 

Bring me a cup, mother, he says. 
Ere I drink Babie's health and mine. 

Brawlin"* gaed the auld wife but. 

And brawlin** came the auld wife ben ; 

And put the cup into his hand. 
She wished it might be rank poison. 

He's ta^en the cup into his hand. 
Into the cup he poUr^d the wine ; 

Here is your health, mother, 1^ said, 
I'm sure ye wish your saa the. same. 

He's put his hand in his pocket. 
And he's ta^en out the marriage lines ; 

And put them in the auld wife^s hand» 
Said, Mother, can ye read the same f 

Now when she iook?d these lines upon,, 
I wjrte a light laugh then gae she; 

O wae betide ye, captain, she said, 
Ye're aye sae fu^ o' policy 1 
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O, mother, now gae make a bed, 
And ye will make it sail and fine ; 

And lay my Babie at my side, 

The place she shou'd lien in iangsyne. 

Her mother she did make a bed. 
And she has made it safl and fine ; 

And laid his Babie at his side. 

The place she shou'd lien in langsyne. 

Barefoot ga^ed the aold vnfe but, 

And barefoot came the auld wife ben ; 

For fear o' waking the captain, 
And^s bonny Babie lien beyon\ 



Lady Maisry lives intill a bower, 
She never wore but what she would ; 

Her gowns were o^ the silks sae fine, 
Her coats stood up wi^ bolts o* gold. 

Mony a knight there courted her. 
And gentlemen o^ high degree ; 

But it was Thomas o^ Yonderdale, 
That gained the love o^ this ladle. 
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Now he has hunted her till her boWer, 
Baith late at night, and the mid day ; 

But when he stole her yitgak rose^ . 
Nae maur tjus maid he would come nigh. 

But it fell ance upon a time, 
Thomas, her bower he walked by ; 

There he saw her, Lady Maisry, 
Nursing her young son on her knee. 

O seal on you, my bcmny babe, 

: And laog may ye my comfort be ; 
Your father passes by our bower, 
And now mmds neither you nor me. 

Now when Thomas heard her speak, 
The saut tear trinkled irae his e'e ; 

To Lady Maisry^s bower he went, 
Says^ No^ iHn come ta comfort thee. 

Is this th^ produse ye did make, 
liaal when I was in your eompanie ? 

You said before nine months w&se gane, 
Yoiir wedded wife that! should be. 



If Saturday be a bcmny day. 
Then, mf lorre, I maun sail tiie 

But if I U?e for to r^timi, 
O then, toy love, 1^11 nmrty thee. 
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I wish Saturday a stcNrmy day. 

High aod stormy be the sea ; 
Ships may not sail, noit boats row, 

But gar true Thomas stay wi^ am. 

Saturday was a bonny day. 
Fair and leesome blew the wind ; 

Ships did sul, and boats did row. 
Which had true Thomas to unoo ground. 

He hadna been on uneogcoundy 
A month, a month, but baldly three^ 

Till he has courted anither maid. 
And quite forgotten Lady Miuary. 

Ae night as be lay on his bed. 
In a dreary dream dreamed he^ 

That Maisry stood by his bedside^ 
Upbraiding him for^a inoonatandew 

He<s called upon his little boy^ 
Says, Bring me oandley that J see } 

And ye maun g^ng this night, boy> 
Wr a letter to a gay ladies 

It is my duty yoa tf> serire. 

And bring you ooal $od candle li^t, 
And I would rin yoiir enand, master^ 

If^t weieto Lady M^sfy bright 
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Tho' my legs were sair I oou'dna gang, 
Tho^ the night were dark I oou'dna see, 

Tho^ I should creep on hands and feet, 
I wouM gae to. Lady Maisry. 

Win up, win up, nay bonny boy, 
And at- my bidding for to be ; 

For ye maun quickly my errand rin. 
For it is to Lady Maisry. 

Ye41 bid her dress in the gowns o' silk. 
Likewise in the coats o^ cramasie ; 

Ye^ll bid her come ^ang wT you, 
True Thomas'*s wedding for to see* 

Ye^ll bid her shoe her steed before, 
And a^ gowd gratthing him belund; 

On ilka tip o^ her hcMrse mane, 
Twa bmny bells to loudly ring. 

And on the tor p' her saddle, 
A courtly bird to sweetly ang ; 

Her bridle r^ns o^ alver fine. 
And stirrups by her side to hing. 

She dress'd her in the finest oik. 
Her coats were o* the cramasie ; 

And she^s awa* to unco land. 
True Thomases ^wedding for to see. 
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At ilka tippet o^- heii horse msne^ ' 

Twa immy; bells did lowdly zibg'; 
And on the Ux cf her saddle, ' 

A courdy bird did sweetly sii^. 

The bells they rang, the bird he sang, 

As they rode in yon pleasant plain ; . 
Then soon she met true Thomas's bride, 

Wi'. a'i her maidens and young men. < ^ 

The bride she gamed round about, 

I wonder, said she, who. this may be? . . 
It surely is our Scottish 'queen» : 

Come here bur wedding for to see. 

Out it qiedbt true ThbmasSs boy, ; > > 

She maunna lift her head sae. hte ; . 
But it's true Thomas's first lore,' 

Come here your wedding for to see. . 

Then out bespake true Thomases biide^ 

I wyte the tear did blind her e^e ; 
If this be Thomases first true love, 

I'm sair afraid he41 ne^er hae me. . 

Then in it came her Lady Maisry, 

And aye as she trips in the fleer ; 
What is your will, Thomas, she said. 

This day, ye know, ye called me here ? 

VOL. I. Q 
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Come hithar bjr me^ yci filj flower, 
Come Utlieri ted 8M ye doMm by mei 

For ye're the aqe Fve cfdBTd upon^ 
And ye ny wadded i^i& knidn be; 



Then in it caiii^ tirtie ThpmaB'« biid4 
And ayd as she tlipp?d oh the stiuai^; 

Wh^t is: ;^oar wiB, Tbomts^ she said, 
Thia day, ye kndir, ye daU'd mel hame t 

Ye hae CQme dn Imedr &orsdbaek^ 
But ye^ gae liania in eoddns^e firea ; 

For here^s the flower into ny bower, 
I mean my wedded wife diall be;^ 

O ye will break ytor lands^ Theibafi 
And part them in di?iifidns dnree ; . 

Gie twa o"* tbem to your ae hr^tbciv^ 
And oause yotnr brother marry nie. 



I wiimabi^eak my.hkhds^.he iaid. 

For oi)y womaii.thdt I see; ,^ i 

My brother^ a knight ff weakh and mij^t, 
He<ll wed naiie but he ilriU for 
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TiMiie 18 a fasbton ki. this land, 
Andi even come to this country; 

That every, lady sbduld meet her lohl, 
When he is newly come fi»e seii 

Sopie w? hawks and some wi» hounds^ 
c AM other some i^i^ gfr)r mbnie; 
But i will gae myself alone,' ; . [ 

^ - .. And set his ydung son on hi» kiie& r 

She<s ta'erf her young ^li iri he# aite% 
Awi imhbly walked by yon sea atnuid; 

And there shespjr'd Her fatfiei?* drip,; J 
As she #as' sdiliSig to dry hdid. : 



Where hae jre put my ain gude lord, 
J :!lhii*;day he staysr sae far frae ine ? 
If ye be wanting you* ain gude lord, 
A sightrd* him ye«Il never see* 

Was he brunt, jor wa&fhe sHot? 

Or TOT he diD^vned in tfte aea:? 
Or wh4t'«beboma.a'my.kHl.gtri&l5ii^ \ 

That he .^ddH fi^kr.spjpi^ttaime ? : : _ 
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He wasna brunt, nor was he shot. 

Nor was he drowned in the sea ; 
He was slain in Dumfermling, 

A fatal day to you and me. 

• 

Come in, come in, my merry yoni^ men. 
Come in and drink the ^nne wi^ me ; 

And a* the better ye shall fare, 
For this gude news ye tell to me. 

She's brought them down to yon cellar. 
She brought them fifty steps and three ; 

She birled wi^ them the beer and wine. 
Till they were as drunk as drunk could be. 

Then she has locked her cellar door. 
For there were fifty steps and three ; 

Lie there wi' my sad malison. 

For this bad news yeVe tauld to mew 



She^s ta'en the keys intill her hand. 
And threw them deep, deep in the 

Lie there w? my sad malison, 
Till my gud^ lord return to me. 

Then she sat down in her own room, 
And sorrow lulPd her hat asleep; 

And up it starts her own gude lord. 
And even at that lady's feet. 



Take here the keys, Janet, he Uij9f 
That je threw deep, deep in the sea ; 

And ye'Il relieve my merry young men, 
For they've nane o** the swick* o^ me. 

They shot the shot, and drew the stroke. 
And wad in red bluid to the knee ; 

Nae sulors mair for their lord cou'd do. 
Nor my young men they did for me. 

I hae a question at you to ask. 
Before that ye depart frae me; 

You^ll tell to me what day I'll die. 
And. what day will my burial be ? 

I hae nae mair o^ God^s power 
Than he has granted unto me ; 

But come to heaven when ye will, 
Th^te porter to you I will be. 

But ye41.be wed to a finer knight 
Than ever was in my degree; 

Unto .him ye^ll hae children nine. 
And six o' them will be ladies free. 

Ttie other three will be bold young men. 
To fight for king and countiie ; 

The ane a duke, the second a knight. 
And third a laird o** lands sae free. 

• Swkky lilMif. 



One evemog as a maid did i^slk. 
The iiiQoa was $biiiiiig doarly ; 
She heard a trooper at Ihe pities, 
She tbou^t it was her dearie. 
She^s ta^en his horse then by the head. 

And led bifli to the staUe ; 
And gi'en to him baith com and hay. 
To eat what he wasidole. 
CAonij.— -Bonny kss, gin I come near you. 

Bonny lass, gin I come near you ; 
1*11 gar a* your ribbons real, 
^ Bonny lass, or e^er I lea* you. 

She^s ta^en the trooper by the.hfiidy 

And led him to the table ; 
And furnished him wi' bread and dMPes^ 

To eat what he was aUe« 
She^s ta'^en the wine glass in faer hand. 

Poured out the wiffesae eleariy; 
Here is your health and mine, she cried, 

Afid ye^re; welcome haine, my deary ! • 
Bonhy Ufel, &c 

A glass o* wiae for gentlemen, 
And bonnyiadA tot lasses ; 



And bM^ii ifld dMi^ flir oiiViliflri, 
And Gorfi a&d hay for aMes. 

Then she went but and made his bed, 
fihe made ft fike a lady ; 

And she coost aff har mankie gown, 
Says, Laddie, are yon ready F 
Bonny lass, &€• 

Then he coost aff his big watch ooat, 

But and bis silken beaver ; 
A pair o^ pistols frae his side. 

And he lay down beside her. 
Bonny lassie, I am wT you now. 

Bonny lasne, I am wi* you ; 
But 141 gar a** yoiir ribbons reel. 

Bonny lassie, ere I lea^ you. 



The trumpet sounds thro^ Birldale, 

Says, Men and horse, make ready; 
The drums do beat at Staneman hill,- 

Lads, leave your mam and daddie. 
The fifes did play at Cromley banks. 

Lads, Leave the Lewas o* Fyvie; 
And then ike trooper he got up. 

Says, Lasae, I must lea* you now. 

Bonny lassie, I maun lea^ you now^ 
Bonny lassie, I maun lea? you ; 



But if e¥^ I coiue thk road agttn; . 
I will coQ)« in and 4ee yjovu 

Sbe^s ta''en her gown oat awer her arms, 

^d followed him to Stirling ; 
And aye the trooper he did isay, 

turn ye back, my darling. 
O when will we twa meet again ? 

Or when will you me marry ? 
When rashin rinds grow gay gowd rings, 

1 winna langer tarry. 

Bonny lassie, &c. 

O when will we twa meet agidn ? 

Or when will you me marry? 
When heather knaps grow siller taps, 

I winna langer tarry. 
O when will we twa meet again ? 

Or when will you me.iparry ? 
When heatlipr cows grow owsen bows, • 

I winna larger tarry. - , 
Bonny las$ie, &a, 

O when will we twa meet again ? 

Oi \v hui >yill you me marry ? 

Yv Ikii cockle shells grow siller bells, 

I wijMia langer tarry. 
O when will we twa meet again ? . 

Or when will you me marry ? 



When apple trees grow in the teas, 
I winna knger tarry. 

Bonny lass, &c. 

O when will we twa meet ag^n ? 

Or when will you me marry ? 
When fishes Ay, and seas gang dry, 

I winna langer tarry. 
O when will we twa meet again ? 

Or when will you me marry ? 
When frost and snaw shall warm us .a\ 

I winna langer tarry. 

Bonny lassie, &c. 

Yestreen I was my daddie^s dow. 

But an' my mamy^s dawtie ; 
This night I gqng wP b^rn to you, 

Waes me that I e'er saw thee 1 
Yestreen ye were your daddie's dow, 

But an** your mammie^s dawtie ; 
But ^n ye gang wi^ bairn to me,^ 

Ye may rue that e^er ye saw me. 
Bonny lassie, &c* 

O turn back, my bonny lass. 
And turn back, my dearie ; 

For the Highland hills are ill to climb, 
And the bluidy swords wouM fear ye. 
Boniiy lassie^ &c. 



Lord Ipgram and Childe Vyet 
Were buth born in ae bower ; 

They fell in love wi* ae lady. 
Their honour was but poor. 

Lord Ingram and Child Vyet 
Were bmth bred in ae ha^ ; 

They laid their love on Lady Maisry, 
The waur did tbem befa\ 

Lord Ingram gained Lady Maisry 
Frae father and frae mother ; 

Lord Ingram gained Lady Midsry 
Frae sister and frae brother. 

Lord Ingram gsdned Lady Maisry 
Frae a' her kith and kin ; . ' 

Lord Ingram courted Lady Maisry, 
But she said nay to him. 

« 

Lord Ingram courted Lady Maisry, 
In the garden amo' the flowers ; 

Childe Vyet courted Lady Maisry * 
Amo^ her faa's aiid bowers. 



Lord Ingram seatio Jj&dj MAwry, 
A steed, paced fu' wdl ; 

She wishes he were ower 4he aea, ' 
If Childe Vyet we«e jmeU. ' 



Lord Ingrain oourt^ Lady 

Frae her relations a'; 
Childe Yyet.Gourted Lady Maiary 

Amo' the sheets sae siiia\ 

Lord Ingram bought to Lafdy Miliary 

The siller knapped gloves ; 
She wished bis himds might swell in them. 

Had she her tan true lore. 

Lord Ingram bought to Lady Maiary 
The brands garpish^d wi^ steel ; 

She wish'd the same might pierce his beast. 
Gin Childe Vyet wese weelL 

Childe Vyet boii^t to Lady Miusry 

The fancy ribbons ana^ ; 
She fafui mair deligjht in her sma^ fimcy 

Than o' Lord Ingram, gowd and a'* 

Lord Ingmm's gane to her fivtber. 

And thus be did. complain ^->^ 
O, am I doomed to die for love. 

And nae be loved again:? 
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I hae sent to your daughter 

The steed paced fu' well; 
She wishes I were ower the sea. 

Gin Childe Vyet were well. 

I hae bought to your daughter 

The nller knapped gloves; 
She wish'*d ray hands might swell in theni» 

Had she her ain true love. 

I hae bought to your daughter 
The brands gaiansh^dwi*. steel ; 

She wished the same might perce my heart. 
Gin Childe Vyet were weell. 

Childe Vyet bought to your daughter 

The fancy ribbons sma* ; 
She's mair delight in her sma* fancy, 

Nor o' me, gowd and a\ 

Her father tum*d him round about, 

A solemn oath sware he ; 
Saying, She shall be the bride this night. 

And you Ixidegroom shall be. 

O had your tongue, my fiither dear, 

Let a' your paanon be ; 
The reason that I love this man, 

It is unknown to thee. 



Sweeetly played the m^iry ot^^ans, 

Intill her mother^s bower ; 
But still and dum stood Lady Muary, 

And let the tears down pour. 

Sweetly played the harp sae^ne, 

Intill her fathers ha^; 
But still And dum stood Lady Maisiy, 

And let the tears down fa\ 

'Tween Mu'ykirk and her mother^s bower. 

Was a' clad ower wi' gowd ; 
For keeping o^ her snaw-^white feet 

Frae treading o^ the mould. 

Lord Ingram gaed in at ae church-door, 

Childe Vyet at another ; 
And lightly leugh him, Childe Vyet, 

At Lord Ingram, his brother. 

laugh ye at my men, brotiier P 
Or do ye laugh at me ? 

Or laugh ye at young Lady Mabry, 
This night my bride'^s to be ? 

1 laugh na at your men, brother, 
Nor do I laugh at theef ; 

But I laugh at the knightless sport 
That I saw wi* my e'e. 



It 18 a ring <m «e iager^ 
A broach on «• Iwetfst'bafie ; 

And if ye kest whalf $ undw that, 
Your love wou^d sooti be doa^. 

Lord Ingram $f$A hia vafisarfyovaig msa 
Out ower the plams atf& gane { 

And pemvd; ^vtifc^d him^ Ghilde Vyi^ 
Him single, n^lf, alade. 

When tk^y hftd eatetf ind irell cbmnkeB* 

And a^ men boinid for heA ; 
Lord IngrMittid: Lady Hnfiry, 

In ae chamber were ]4ld« 

He laid hii^ hand upon b^if broaal, 
And thus pronoupofid he ir^ 

There is a bvirA inthift jf6uI* adet^ 
Wha may ik6 finhe^ be? 

Wha ever be yolir bHimVfaAePi 

Ye will father it 09 ne; 
The ftiresl ^altle 6VSbowd(Hm 

« 

Your momiQg ^ft flhtf be. 

Wha ever be liiy biini^ fillher, 

Ml ne'er father it oli» thecJ ; 
For bett^love I ibif bwht'if ftth^r 

Nor ever 141 love thee. 
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Then he% taen oki a txmty Imnd^ 

Laid it between tbeo^ twirjr ; 
Says, Lye ye there, ye ill Woliiiui^ 

A maid for me till day. 

Next morning heir fiilhct oiflM^ 

Well belted, iuttd a.bpmd ; 
Then up it itartft hita^ Lord Ifigiatn, 

He was an angry man. 

If your daii^liler hid been a gadd yrmmm. 

As I thought A^ had beeni 
Cauld ktoa should faae nearer Ken 

The lang night Hi betwetti. 

Ohon, alas I my da^ghl«r deir, 

What<s tins X hear </ thee P 
I thoi:^t y^ WM tL god^ woman 

As in the north oountrie I 

told yonr toiigu65'niy fiitfaer dear. 
Let a^ youF Mtows bef ; 

1 never liked Lord Ingraib, 
Ye ken ye forced me. 



Then in it came faini Clilde Vya^ 
Well belted, and a biaad; . 

Then up it raiMliim tMd JngNm^'*^ 
He was an angr^ matt. 
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Win up, win up, now Lord Ingnuv^ 

Rise up immediatdi J ; 
That you and I the quarrel try,. 

Who gains the victory. 

I hae twa brands in ae acaUiard, 
That cost me;inony pound ; 

Take ye the b^t, gie me the. warst. 
And 141 fight whwe I sttmd. . 

Then up it starto him Cfailde Vyct, 
Shook back his yellow hair: ; 

The first an' stroke ChUde Yyet drew; 
He wounded Ingrwi 



Then up it starts him Lord Ingram, 
Shed back his coal-black hair ; 

The first an' stroke Lord Ingram drew,. 
Childe Vyet needed nae mmr. 

Nae meen was made for- these Iwa kn^ts^ 

Whan they werelying dead ; 
But a* for h^. Lady Maisfiy^ 

That gaes in moumfii' weed. 

Says, If I hae bem an ill woman, 

Alas ! and wae is me ; 
And if I^ye been an ill w<Man» 

A gude woman 141 be ! . 
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Yedl tnke Am w^e^my lilk attire^ 
BringmeapahabtVweed; 

And thro^ tke liarM, for their saices, 
1*11 gang and beg my bread* 

If I gang a step for Cliiide Vyet; 

For Lord Ingram I^U gang three; 
All for tke honour diat he pud 

At Marykirk to me. 

I'll .gatg a ntsp^ for ChOde Vyet, 
For Lord Ingram I^U gai^' three ; 

It iraa kHo n^ mother's bower 
Childe Vyet wrongedme ! 



Ab Annie sat into her bower, 
A thought oame in her head, 

That she would ^pig to gude jpreenwood^ 
Across the flowery nM^acL 

She hadna pu^d a-flowier,'a fl(>weiv 
Nor broken- a branch buttwfi ; , . 

Till by it came a ^«Ule eqMir^ . 
Says, Lady pcwe'|twi|i\ • .- ^ ; , 
VOL. I. R 
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There's ntmt ^iui 9om»}t0 gale gttenwvod 

But pays to me a toD^ 
And I maun hae jour aoaidcnfaeadt 

Or than yicMir tmuitle green. 

My mantkV 4f idle Aieit sHky 

Ampler I can spin ; 
But gin you Udce my maidenfaead^ 

The like I'll never finV 

He^s ta^eaherfty ihe mittwiriiite han^ • 

And by the graes^green sleeve^ 
There laid ber low intgnde g p tceawr ood^ 

And at her hmieiPd nae leave. . 



When he had got his wills o' her. 

His wills as he had ta^en ; 
She said, if you rightly knew my birth, 

Ye<d better.tetten akne« 

Is your father « lord <f n^t P 

Or baron d^high degl^ ? 
Or what raae are ye sfiruaikg fine, 

That I should kt ye be ? 



O, I am Cartde Htf's dftiigbler^ 
O^ birth tmd h^h li^ree; 

And if he knows what ye hm 4aae^ 
He*ll hang you en a tne. 
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If ye be Castle Hii^s daughter^ 
This day I itm /undone ; 

if ye be Gaatle Ha's dattghter, 
I am his only son. 

Ye lie^ ye lie, ye jelly Mnd squire^ 
Sae loud as I hear you lie ; 

Castk Ha\ he has but ae dear son^ 
And he is fia- beyond the sea* 

t am C^Ksde Ha^s dear son* 
A woffd I dinna fie ; 

Yes ir am Cdsde Ha^a dear aim» . 
And n^ come 0**^ die aea. 

'Twas yeiMdiky^ tkaft iitalday; 
That I didcvtes tfaefaem; . 

1 wish my. fammy duphad suak^ 
And I had ne'er, oaiae faame. 

Then dowies^ dm^e, raise she itp» 
And dowie cftne she haflie« 

And stripped fff her nlk maiitlei 
And dien to bed sbe^i gaae. 

Then in it cakne hel: mother dear^ 
And flbe stepatn the fleer; 

Win u^i wm lip, now fior Annie^ 
What tsakei your l^ing here ? 
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This monung fair as 1 i^ent out,- 

Near by yon castle wa\ 
Great and heavy wbb the stane- 

That on my foot did fa*- 

Hae I nae faa's, hae I nae bower8^ 
Towers, or mony a town ? 

Will not these cure your bonny foot. 
Gar you gae hale and soun"*? 

Ye hae ha^s and ye hae bowers, 
And towers, and mony a town ; 

But nought will cure my bonny foot,. 
Gar me gang hale ai^ 8oub\ 

Then in it came her fitther dear, . 

And he trips in the fker; 
Win up, win up, nowfair Annie^ - 

What makes your lymg heie ? 

This morning fair, as I went out. 

Near by yon castle waV 
Great and heairy was the stane ^ 

That on my foot did &*. 

Hae I nae ha^s, hae I nae bowers. 
And towers, and tnony a town f 

Will not these cure your bonny foot^ 
Gar you gang bak and soutt^ ? 



O, ye bae ha'sV and ye hae bowers, 
And towers, and mony a town ; 

But noij^ht will cure my bonny foot. 
Gar me gang hale and soun'. 

Tb^ in it came hear sister Gkace, 

As she steps in the fleer ; 
Win up, win up, now fiur Annie, 

What makes your lying here ? 

Win up, and see your ae brother, 
That^s pew come ower the sea ; 

Ohon, alas i says fair Annie, 
He spake ower soon wP me. 

To her room her brother's gane. 
Stroked hmck her yeUow hak ; 

To her.lips his ain did press, 
But words spake never mair. 



Milltt'iS Ototoneti in ^mety. 

O Willie is fiur, and Willie is rare. 
And Willie is wond^rous bonny ; 

And Willie says he'll marry me. 
Gin ever he marry ony. 
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It is a rin^ on M! finger^ 
A broach on «e twetfsl'tMitie ; 

And if ye keat whar$ uQcier that. 
Your love wou^d .a(xm be dan^. 

Lord Ingram mud hi» iMrry,}!Q|iiig m^n 
Out ower the plains a^ gaUe s 

And peMVdf ix^^d bim^ Chllde Vy«t, 
Him single, ^If, alaile. . 

TV[hm lA^ hid eatetf 4nd iM> drunken^ 

And a* men;boilHid linr be^; 
Lord IngiMii aad Lady Maa^, 

In ae chamber wefe ]i^« 

He biid hicT hmsA upon h^if broaai^ 
And thus pronqimc^ he ;r^ 

There is » btfirA liitbift jF^^Ql* sides^ 
Wha may ditf finhe^ be ? 

Wha ever be yolir btum*a:fatlieri 

Ye will father it 09 me; 
The fiurest ttiH&e 4f gbowdown 

Your morning gift flhtf :be; 

Wha ever be fltiy blini's fiidier, 

I<11 ne'^er father it^ oA» thed ; • 
For betteclove I Otf baitn'if Alh^r 

Nor ever 141 love fhee.. 



Kde mi^nim^i^mfmitity men •% 

iHse lE^igoti ta get my muhttr't bl«MjKg». 
To gfM. to 4i^ lmi«itail. wJT vw; . 

Your P€ggy;i|hM tot bai^ Sfetmi^ 

And j^ AMt cmo^lf twiei^y ; 
The nc^f #; Gfipid^ u wi(k i»iid bx^d^ 

My bmry. oitm giwig wr tkmX 

Then ^j5 JK4^Qi$t:Wi f^inthie? on* 
Till they eWMon tp Qwn^y ; 

The wind war> ioud, tbe fitrefffa nw {Mud* 
And wi' the tt^mm.ffieA W'M^ 

Thfim^^xgi^ im^ And itetib«c oqi» 

Till ^ti^ «ii8i<i to aierkii:^ q: (sUmtiy ; 
Aii4(4irf]gr' QfliQ <Hi^ high boese 0«t» 

towftj^. 




When they were settled at that place. 
The people fdl a mourning ; 

And a council held amo^ them a\ 
But JBaiT) afdr wepv Ki^nmndy* 

Then outfit: qs^akatl^ bride hff^w^^ 
Says, What menm *' tbia mmmuBt 

Where is the mm who' the^i a!. 
That shou'd gia m^ Ui^v wedding ^ 
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It is a ring on m finger* 
A broach on ite twetfst'bi^ ; 

And if ye kttit wha|f $ uodcfr that« 
Your love wou'^d aooti be doa^. 



Lord Ingram nnd hia vaany.fwxog mtfn 
Out ower the plains ofe gate { 

And peMiwly ^iMItM bim^ Childe Vfet, 
Him single, B^\g, alaite. . 

When tkef hid eatetf «iid iMI drankeB* 

And a"* men ;b(imd fcr beA ; 
Lord Ingiwd and' Lady Maiftry, 

In ae chamber' weie klid« 



He bad hiif hand upon h^if broaai, 
And thus pronqimo6d he ;r^ 

There is a h^rik Mthift fWf odee^ 
Wha may thtf^Hhet be? 

Wha ever be yoto b|bim>:fa|li«^ 
Te will father it w me; 

_ ^ 

The fidrest ^alde 6\9l&ewdown 
Your morning giA ah^.be 

Wha ever be ady blim'a Mier, 
Pil ne^er father it^oft thecJ;' 

For betteclove I dvf baitn^if £Mb^ 
Nor ever 141 lovefbee... 



Young Jchnajr was an dry Made, 
Fu^ sturdy, utomt^ aciid' Strang f 

Tfae sirotd ^at hang by Jotemy^s side. 
Was just full ttin ftet lang. 

Yoimg Johnny was a clever youths 
Fu' sturdy^ stout, and wight ; 

Just full three jrards around the waist, 
And feurteen.{eet in fai^t. 

But if a'- be true they tell me now, > 

And a* be true I hear ; 
Young JohniTjr^s on to Lundan gane, 

The king^s banner to bear. 

He hadna been in fiiir Lundan 
But twahnonths twa or three, 

Till the fairest lady in st Lundan 
Fell in love wT young Johnny. 

This news did sound thro' Lundan town. 

Till it came to the king, 
That the muckle Scot had fa^ in k>v& 

Wi' his daughter^ Lady Jean. - 

Whan the kii^ got word o^ that, ( 

A solemn oath sware he ; 
This weighty Scot sail strait a rope. 

And hanged he shall be. 



J 



When JobMty htftrA ikm ie«tml» pwl^ 

A light bwm^lfcM gMJbe ; 
WUk I hMtHtv^ to w'l^ inj^ Undf^ 

Ye dareDA. 9! hmgvm^ 

The Eqgbih di^ w^f^ cuwiog iDgMf0». 

About IvnR ^y did imep. 
And gi>. Urn diiii^ 9' lodmn^ 

That laid UmfiM ariaq^# 

Whan JahftP J ▼aken'd fm^ Im d^m 

A sorry heart hwihe ; 
His j«ir9 and hmAs in irotf bimdf^ 

His feet in. fetfien dmiik 

O whar will X g<^ 4 fiUte vw faK>7 
Will w<vk fbrmttt and .fiM'; 

That will rtn oata my imcla» 
At the.^t qS BenaehiSs'F 

ItorQ am. X» a fittle wea boy. 
Will work for meat and fee; 

Thai viB rin OIL to your unde. 
At the fhot'of fieaacbie. 

Whan ye come whar gfai^ grows gitmi^ 

Slack your iJHits and rin ; 
And wbiii ye cons whar wftterV irtajoagi 

Ye<ll bend yoitr bov and avtob 
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And whan ye €0100 to Benathie, 

Ye41 neither obfi nev oa' ; 
Sae weU'cye^U ken auld JUmoy tkeie, 

Three feet abei& tbam a\ 

Ye(U gb tp luB thk Imiid l^ter. 
Sealed wi' mj fJEKth and trotb; 

And je4I bid him liring alang wP him 
The.hody, JodL o? Nodk 

WImb l»€ame wfaar giasa grew greeny 

He slack'^t Ua ahocs and ran ; 
And wkMa he came whar watar^s ationg^ 

He bent fab boinr and awam^ 

And whan he came to Bcnaohie, 

Did neither chiq^ nor ea' ; 
Sae well^ he kent anld Johanj there. 

Three feet abeoi them a\ 

What newa, what oewa^ my little wee boy ? 

Ye never were have bef<n« ; 
Nae news, nae newa, but a letter fimm 

Your nephew, Johnny Moir. 

Yc4i take hera tUa faniid kater,. 

Scafd wi' Ua fidtk and tvelh ; 
Andyfte faiddn bving alang wi' you, 

The body, Jack o^ Notib. 



Benachie lyes v^ low. 

The tap o' Nodi lyes high ; 
For a* the distance that^s betveen, 

He heard auld Johnny dry* 

Whan cm the plam these dMiiqiiiNis met^ 

Twa grkly ghosts to see; 
There wore three feet between their bioirs^ 

And shoulders wete yards three. 

These xoisxt they ran over hilis and dales^ 

And ower mountains high ; 
T91 they came. on to.Lundan town^ 

At the dawn o* the tbirdday. 

And whan theyciime to Lundan town. 
The yetts were loddt wi' bands ;' 

And wha ware there bat a.tnunpeter^ 
Wi' trumpet in his hands. 

What is the matter, ye keqpersall? 

Or what's the matter within^ 
That the drams do beat, and bdb do ring. 

And make ac ddefii^ din ? 

There's naethiwg the matter, the Jceeper said. 
There's naething the matter to thee; 

But a weigh^ Scot to stnut the rope^ - 
And the mom he nunm 



O open the yetts, ye pnmd keepen, 
Ye41 open without delay ; ' 

The tremblii^ keeper, sBi^ag, saidy*^ 
O I hae not the- key* 

Ye^ll open^the yetts, ye fnood keepers^ - 

Ye^U open widumt delay ; 
Or here is a body at my bade, 

Frae Sootlaiid hoebroi^ht the key. 

Ye^U open the yetts, says Jodc 6^ Nolh, 
Ye<ll open them at my call ; 

Then wi' his foot he has drove in 
Three yards farud o^ the walL 



As they gaed in by Drury4ane^ 
And down by the town^s hall; 

And there they saw young Johnny 
Stand on their Ei^^lish walL 



Yete wjekxjme her^ my unde dl«r, 

Ye^re welcome unto me ; 
Ye^U looee'the knot, and sladc the rope,. 

And set me fiae the tree. • 

Is it for murder, <nr for theft? 

Or is it for rGUberiel 
If it is far oigr heinous crime, 

There*s nae remeid for thee. 



Kt nae ftr flModer, aorfor tfaeft^ 

Nor yet for nbberi*; 
A* b ftr the ianag a §«y kflty, 

They^re gaun to gtat me die. 

wJttF^s tby ewoid^ aajft iodLsf Noth^ 
Ye brou^t fine Soedieid wi' thee ? 

1 never saw a Scotsman yet. 

But cou'd itidd a twoedor tae. 

A pcs^ topt? dnertr Ioomi^^ 

On me had ac a inn^ ; 
Four o^ their men, Ifae brewelt &ur^ 

They bope my blade may. 

Bring back Jua bUHb, Maf$ Jotk vf Nalh^ 

And fireeiy lb bim it ^; 
Or i faie.aironi^ a Uaok Sooths oafth^ 

Pll gar five tailliea die. . . 

Now wtar^a die ladjqct^ Jock eT Nolb, 

Sae fain I wouVl bA leaf 
She% bekU up ia her aiardiaiibaiE^ 

Tbekingbebe^iadl^iDAy; . 

So they hae gaaie befi>#e the idngt 
With courage baaU ead free; 

Their armour Mght eait bb a Sgbt; ' 
That ahnoit dimVl Ma •Vl 



O whar's the lady, Bigm JlN& «* Mdril» 
Sae fain aft I would her ate? . 

Fot we areccMe to her weddia^^ 
Frae the &ot o^ BenadlDew 

take the hdy, aaid^the-khig^ 
Ye welcome arefejue; 

1 never 'tHotight to aee lie bmb 
Fra»-the fiiofc d' Benaobie* 

If I had kei^d^aaid Jwk4f NMf^ 
Ye^d wondered itae nnckle at ne^ 

I wou^d has hvoii^ ane hoRgar fipr 
By sizea three thsea thiee. 

Likewise if I hadihoii^t 14 iittn . 

Sic a great fright to thee, 
I<d brcn^t Sir John: o* Bnkine fntfk, 

He^s thretty feet and 'three. 

Wae to the hlr^Vraoy, said the kJUg, 
Brought tidings unto thee ; 

Let ali Sng^d .saif ^what thegr ^vriU^ 
High hanged ahdl ihe be* 

O if ye has^ the little wee faof 

Brought tidings unto me; 
We abaU attend hoBObuml, 

And rewardtdya'jhatl b^ 
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fi&JT 



to 



Oroiir 
ToUU 



o*tbeiii» 



Amdjka^9fLmj€sJli 



je came^ 



TImjHe tai^A dir kdtjr bj die hand,. 
And Kt kor pnuft fieee ; 



■I' 



I i 



' Wr drums beating, and fifes jdagi^tigi 
They spent t|ife, ni^ yn[ ^^. 

ft 

Now, auld Johnny Mcur, and young Johnny Moif ^ 

And Jock o^ Noth^ a^ three, 
The English lady, and little ii^ee boy^ 

Went a^ tp B?nMve ! 



^lt<taM*M 



'0 WUTibins^ 



Busk and go, busk and go, 
. Busk and go to Cuttie^s wedding ; 
Wha wou'd be the lass or lad 
That wiidna gaiig» an' they Waur biddin f 

Cuttie, he*s a lang man, 

Of he^U get a little wifie ; 
But he<ll tak' on to the town loan. 

Fan she takes on her fickie fickie. 
Busk and go^ &c« 

Cttttie he came here yestreen, 
Cuttie he fell ower the midden ; 

He wat his hose, and tint his dieen. 
Courting at a cankered maiden. 
Busk and ga, &c. 
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He set him down upo^ the green. 
The lass cam^ tail him wi* ae bidden ;r 

He says. Gin ye ware mine, my dame,. 
Mony ane^s.be at our wedding. 

Busk and go, busk and go. 
Busk and go to Cuttie^s wedding ; 

Wha wou*d be the lass or lad 

That wudna gang, an'* they waur biddio P 



fHig^ Cottion of0^U 

O whare are ye gaeing, bonny Miss Gordon ? 

whare are yt gaeing, Bae bonny and braw P 
Ye* ve married wi?Jbhnny -Byron, 

To squander the lands o^ Gight awa'. . 

This youth is a rakef, frae England is come. 
The Scots dinhi ken his extraction ava ; • 

He keeps up bis misses, his landlords he duns» 

That<8 fast drawn ibe iaiids o' Gight awa\ 

O whare are ye gadipg) 8bo 

The shooting o** guns, and rattling b* drums. 
The bugle in wobds, the pipes tn the ha' ; 

The beagles a howling, the hounds a growling. 
These soundings will isoon gar Gight gang awa 
O whare are ye gaong, &c. 
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Early in the morning, the cat she crew dajr. 

Quo? the man to the joe, quo' the man to the joe ; 

The cock saddiedV ste»i, and faat he rade away; 
Quo' thetnerry, merry man to die greep^ joe.' > * ' 

He saddled the spur, and he bridled the mape,- 
Quo? the man to. the joe, quo' the man to the jo6 ;' 

And he rsidfi on the rumple, wi' the tail in hisliaiid^ 
Quo** the meny, merry maa to the geeen, joe. 

As be rade by the mUI, the mass it was singing, 

Quo^ the man to the joe, quoVthe man to the joe;' * 

When he came by the. kirk, the com it was grinding, ' . 
Quo' the marry, merry man to the gteen, jo*. 

The gudeman o' the mill, they ca'd him Gtbbie Beid, 
Quo* the man to the joe, quo' the man to the joe ;' 

Wi* his bonnet .on-.hiii feet, and his breeks^en hnheiad. 
Quo* the. merry, merry man to the green, joe.' 

Forth came the muden,ithe. auli millar's mither^ 
Quo\ th^ abn to. the joe; quo* Xh^ maiy to the jde^; 

bt ;her gceen'cheese and winnowing aC k^tv hvtti^^ 



Quo' the jmerry^ jnetry man.toi the gneni }<>^ 
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There were four aa**{wentjr headless men playing at the ba% 
Quo* the man to the joe, quo* the man to the joe; 

But by came footless, and took her frae them a\ 
Quo^ the merryy marry mim to tlie green, joe. 

Up starts Mouless, aad merrily he leudb« 
Quo* Ih^ man to the joe, quo* the man to the joe ; 

And up starts Tongueless, and tauU^ tale teudi. 
Quo* the merry, merry man to the green, joe. 

Four an* twenty Hihmdmen duuiiig at a snail. 
Quo* the man to the joe, quo* the man to the joe ; 

O, says the hindmast, weel ttke her by the tail. 
Quo* the laerry, mervy man to the green, joe. 

The snail set up her horns like ony humle cow. 
Quo* the man to the joe, quo' the man to the joe; 

Fye, says the foremost, we^ a' sdicket now. 
Quo' the merry, merry man to the green^ joe. 

Ower Benaohie I saw a skate flee^ 

Quo* the man to the joe, quo* the man to the joe; 
And.four mi* twaity Utfle anes fleang her wi\ 

Quo' the merry, mecry man to the green, joe. 



Four an' twenty akat^s birds in a drakef 8 nest. 
Quo* the man to the joe^ quo* the man to the joe; 

And thqr tiini*d them about wi' their heads to die west. 
Quo* the many, meny man to the green, joe. 
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iScour abeen, boimy lass, 

And dinna wrang my pan ; 
'The puddings.now they maun be made, 

Wi*^ a' the haste ye can. 
The day I hae a gude &t cow, 

That's to be kill'd right seen ; 
We^s hae a hearty Christmass, 
auld Soour Abeen. 



Tis for the puddings o^ my cow. 

As I msy liye and die, 
I will declare upo"^ my word, 

I scarcely had but three. 
My housekeeper, and a' h^ bairns, 

They ate them aae by ane; 
O seven podducka in har wyme^ 

And one^ qua^ Seour Abeen. 

Whan the puda war sodden. 
And weel bung i^ to dry. 

Our little oooain Jockie, thdre. 
Took down a pud to try ; 



But O it had been telling him. 
That he had'beeti in Rome ; 

For whan he sav the black belt, 
Weel kent he then his. doom. 



There was a little wee bridal, 

A bridal in Aucbendown ; 
And there was but a little gude meat. 

And as few {oik did come. 
A block sbeep^B head in the pot, 

A sheep's bead wantio^ the tongue ; 
And O, sEud the ully bride^icoan. 

Our meat will soon be dona . 

A wee sup ale in an anker, 

A wee sup ale in a: tun; : 
And O, stud the silly ImdegniMn, , 

I pray you leave me some. 
When they had eatoi and drunken, 

The pipes began tobum^ 
And O, said the Eilly brid^;main, 

I kent this di^ wou'd cub. 
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When they yr&ee served wi' mivthy 
The bride to bed was bocm ; 

And O, said the.allj bridegroom, 
There^s nane.seie pip ly down ; 

There's nane soe xne ly down, 
Amo^ the skie^ site am4k' ; 

The, bride she's ly at the bed-^tock. 
And 141 ly Hiest.tbe wa\ 



,1S:\ie MttU fSUiru 

As I gaed oat to tak^ the air, 

BetwBwi. Midniar and bonny Craigha^; 
There I met a'httle wee man, 

The less o' him I nev^ saw. 

His legs were but a finger lang. 
And thick and nimle was his knee; 

Between his brows there was a span. 
Between his shoulders tUs throe. 

He lifted a stane sax feet in hight, 
He lifted it up till his right knee; 

Aiid fifty y«d8 and nuur, I'm sure, 
I wyte he made the stane to flee. 



little wee maa, but ye be wi^t. 
Tell me whar join* dwdUbig be; 

1 hae a howetj compactly bt^t. 
Madam, gin ye^ll cum and see. 

Sae on we lap^ and aira^ 'Wende^ 
Till we come to yonlkfie lia*; 

The kippka ware b* the gude fid gowd» 
The reef was d* the^pio8qfla\ 

Pipers were playing, ladies dancings 
The ladies dancing jimp and sma'; 

At ilka tunung o' the qxring. 
The litde man was wearin'^s wa\ 

Out gat the lights, oa^am^ the mist. 
Ladies nor mannie mair oou'dsee ; 

I turned about, and gae a look. 
Just at the foot o' Benachie. 



There are three aocwejmd teno* us, 

Fuir auld maidens ; 
Thereare three soone and teno', us, 

Puir auld maidens; 



There am line JooBe omI Ub d* 11$, 
And nae ae penny in our purae; 
Lame, blin% and ccHnfcnrtlaNs, 
Puir aidd laaadeDB. 

It's very kaffd ivee cabno^igel wed, 

Puir auld maktena; 
It'ii vBiy iuvd we cannd' get wiod, 

Puir auld maideBB ; 
It's Tseiy iuod we canno^ get wed. 
At xught fim we gaag titt our bed, 
Naething can be dune or said. 

To comibrt auld maidens^ 

O we are o* a wiliing min*, 

Puir auld maidei»i 
O we aee o' a wilUag siin*^ 

Puir aald maidens ; 
Owearoo'awilliBgmin', 
Gin ony man wou^d be sae kin\ 
As pity us that's lame an^ blin\ 

Puir auld maidens. 

It's veiy hard we carnio' get men, 

Puir auld nuddens ; 
It's veiy bard we canno* get men, 

Puir auM maidens ; 
It's vay.haxd we canno get meci, 
To satisfy tL wilfing imn^ 



M^ptJ M-fcirilMi mi t^^, 
Pmr Mwii I Mil ■■ 

htt O ffm. IK eaaM hae out wiA, 
r-\- f M iiMiliiii. 

Fed aa; k UjitfaeB m^ tknoli; 
or saadiiiig H^ be ^^K fiv DE^ 

tac «eU. ^ifl; to Tim d« tlwd, 

ktt w^ afip^ to Jmm* Ifar lUnl, 
PmrwidiiihM; 






C1^ €nse of Cpne. 

wM j« hw the gwe b^m, 
be guaw li^«, the gtoK b^u, 
wt ye h«r the gam b^n, 
Tile gooe bcgni at Tym. .' - 
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The lady Tjrie^d Imd o* Glack, 
Wha lived baith into IJbe Slack) 
Between them twa there was a pack. 
To enter bobbing Andrew. 

. ■ "■ « " ' 

The muirlaiid wives they i're a* 'gin wnd. 
They're a* gin wud^ they'^re a' gin wud. 
The nmirlan^d wives thej^'re a* ffn. wud, 

For. totermg bobbing Andrew. 
They met the lady in the wauk. 
And they began to'^*r iU tank, 
And they began to gk^ ill tank. 

For entering bobbing Andrew; 

They snd her husband was in hell, 
And she was following fast hersell. 
And she was following faist herself 
For entering bobbing Andrew; 
The muirland wives, &c. 

They tare her veil out ower her tail. 

Out ower her tail, out ower her tail. 

They tare her veil out ower her tail. 

For entering bobbing Andrew. 

The muiriaiid ^v6s, &(5. ' ' 

Greordy Burnett wi'^ the gley. 
He lay upon Coburt^'s lay, ' 



He lay upon CoburlT's by. 
And behdd the guise o' Tyrie. 
The muiriand wives, &c. 

Gibbie Morrice lay ower the dyke, 
J^nA he stirred neither man nor tyke^ 
And he stirrM neither man nor tyke. 
But beheld t^ gnite o^ Tyii& 
The ronirland ime% Sce» 

But Bitobie Gibb, the lady^a guaid. 
He gat a Gk)ck ftr hia xiswaid. 
He gat adod^ Soot his rewaxd. 

For backing bobbing Andrew. 
Then wat ye how the guise began. 
The gtnae b^an, the guise beguk. 
Then wat ye how the guise began, 

The guise hc^anat Tyrie. 



f tie fmsi iLobet. 

A fiiir maid sat in her bower door, 
Wringing her lily hands ; 

And by it came a sprightly youth, 
Fast tripping o'er the strands. ^ 
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Where gang 7^ young Jobt, abe aays^ 

Sae early in the day ? 
It gan me thmk^ by your faat trip; 

Your journey^ fiur sway. 

He tiimrd about wx^ surly lode, 
And and, Whai% that to thee f 

Vm gaen fo see a lovely maid, 
Mair finrer fiur than ye. 

Now hae ye 'pUtfd me thi% fiiuae love^ 

In sunmer, mid the floweta P 
I sail repay ye faai^ again. 

In winter, 'mid die diowera» 

But again, deal? lore, and agaiii^ dear loVe, 

Will ye not turn again? 
For as ye look to ither women. 

Shall I to ither men. 

Make your dioose o^ whom you pkase, 

For I my choiee w31 have ; 
I<?« chosen a maid mair far than dwe^ 

I never will deorive* 

But she^s kilt up her chdthiii|; Sne, 

And after him gaed she ; 
But aye he said, ye*ll turn back, 

Nae ftrder gang wf mew 



knre. 



lave^ 



ta. 



ari 



0nx Jo^ t0 iDotDtn^v 

I wish that my auld man was dead, 

I think my cradle comes nae speed, 

I*U get a ranting roving blade. 

To had my cradle rowing. 

Our John is dowing, 

Our John is dowing, 

I<11 get a lusty Highlandman 
To had the cradle rowing. 



Our Johnny's ta^en the pet, 
And aye he^ spuing up his meat^ 
Wi^ muckle hoasts and langqiit, 
And he'-is aye dowing. 

Our John is dowing, &c« 



I felled my ydlow fitted cock. 
And stov'd' him well into the pot, . 
And bade^him drink the bree o* thoty 
But he is aye dowing. 

Our John is dowing, be. 

I gae him skink and fowlie bree. 
And ither cordials, twa or three ; 



But a* these damties wudna dee. 
For he is aye dowiog. 
Our John is dowing, 
Our John is domng. 
We'll drive him on the gate he^s gaen^ 
He% better dead than dowing. 



IBonnp ^Mut Jfotitt^ 



Faer hae ye been, my bomiy Saint John, 
Ye^ve bidden riie Itog, ye^vr bidden sae lang t 

Faer hae ye been, mj bmny Bttul Johii, 
Ye<ye bidden sae lang, ye^e bidden sae lang ? 

Up in yon hill, and dovli m yon glen, 

And I oou'dna win hame^ and I oou'dna win bame;^ 
Now fat ^nli ye gie me unto my fuppttr. 

Now fim I<m come httsie, now fatt I'm come hame ? 

A dean dish for you, and a dsaa <lpooB^ 
For byding sae lang, Cbr bydiag sae knag; 

A dean didi for you» aild a^ dett spooi^ 
For byding sae lang, for l^yding saekn^ 
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Robin raisM him frae the earth. 
And mounted on a tree ; 

for a clerk to write my will. 
Some time afore I die ! 

I^ve biggit on yon bonny bum bank 
Mair than three thousand yearie ; 

And fain wou'd I my tesment make, 
If my lanlord wou^d hear me. 

Say on, say on, my bonny bird, 
An^ see what ye will lea^me ; . 

For sic a bird as you, Robin, 
Sat never on tiie brierie. 

1 lea^ to you my bonny cap, 

That nts upo' my^ head ; 
141 lea* it to yoursell, my lord^ 
To drink your wine sae red. 

141 lea' to you my hampan, 
It is baith lang and sma' ; 
141 lea^ it to yoursell, my lord. 
To drink your wine witha\ 
VOL. I. T 
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Poor Kofaiti has 1iis;lesinent made^ 

Upoa A stack o^ hay ; • 
But by it came the gceedy glade, 

Pu^d Bobin quite away. 

Thea forth it came the weary wren,* 

Making a heavy moan ; 
Says, Every lady has her lord. 

But .my gude lord is gone. 

C%ortt^.— Sing, Father, link ye, hink ye, dink. 
Sing, Father, linkum dearie ; 
Sic a bird as you, Robin, 
Sat never on the brietie. 



First whan I came to fhe'nortfa, 
Wf bonaet blue and belted plaidie. 

First I courted a geixdexnan^s oy. 

But npw I'm come to RichAtd'^s Mary^ 

First when I came my lassie to woo. 
She was in bed and breakfast. ready ; 

But up she raise, put cm her daise, . 
And said she^d been abrofid wi^ daddy. 
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Will ye gie me your daughter, Richard ^ 
Will ye gie me your daughter Mary-? 

My daughter's a young and tender thing,' 
And ye^re but a ranting Highhmd laddie* 

The next time I came my lassie to woo, 
She was in bed, her breakfast ready ; 

Then up she raise, put on her claise. 

And blinket blythe on her Highland laddie^ 

Ye'U call your daughter to the door. 
And ye will speak wT words fu' gadie ; 

And see if she is willing to wed, 
Wi** me, that% a brisk young Highland laddiew 

He^s call'^d his daughter to the door. 
And he<s spake wi' her words fu^ gadie; 

Come tell to me in secret now. 
Gin ye respect yon Highland laddie ? 

Tho^ I had nought but my coat and smoc^ 

My tartan gown, and Glasgow plaidie ; 
I wou^d brake my bonny tartan gown. 
And make trowsers o\ to my Hig^iland laddie. 

The bridal it came seen about. 

It wasna lang o^ making ready ; 
When she was on her high horse set» 

She looked just like ony lady. 
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When she was in her saddle set. 

And riding in the leys sae bonny ; 
Nae jnpe nor fiddle gae sic delight 
' As she had wi^her ain dear honey. 

fare ye well, Ijord Huntly^s lands, • 
For mqny.sodger I hae seen ; 

But yet I^ve kept my maidenhead, 
And waured it on my Highland laddie. 

As they came by Coberty^s yetts. 

Then forth it came her Meg M^Candy ; 

Says, Sorrow gang wi' you, ye jolly bridegroom. 
Ye might hae taen me to Gardenstown w^ you ! 

1 wyte I lent you twenty punds, 
O^ that I lacked not ae penny ; 

But I shall hae it a' again. 

If ye sbott^dna hae but Bichard'^s Mary. 

O bide ye still, the bride replied. 
Till winter I get my sma* webs ready ; 

And ye shall hae it a' again, 

If he shou^dna hae but Bichard^s Mary. 

The bridegioom spake, she's hae as soon, 
O' that she shall not lack ae penny ; 

For she shall hae it a' again, 
I^re got thrice as muckle wi^ you> my Mary. 
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When they came mto Gt»ikuktamnt 

Sae merrily diey drank beer and brandy ; 

And merrily birled the daiet wine. 
The sweet sack, and sugar «andy. 

He woif dna let her draw her ^res. 
To milk a oow^ tho* they had moiiy ; 

But took her in his arms twa. 
Says, They%e a"" gang yiel for you, my Mary. 



3ri)^ Cunning CJetk. 

As I gaed down to CoUistown, 
Some white fish for to boy, biiy^ 

The cuniung derk he foUdwed me. 
And he fisllowed me speedily, ly. 
And he loUowed me Epe6dily« 

Says, Faur ye g^iin^ nLy dear^t dter ^ 
O faur ye gaun, my dow, doVr? 

There^s naebody comes to my bedside. 
And nafebody w&8;tb you^ yon. 
And naebody wins to >you. 



^ 



>k 



Your bfother ia a gallant a^uare vrigjity 
A gallant square wii^t is be^ he ; 

Ye^U gar him ipake a lang ladder^ 
Wr thirty steps. and three» three, 
Wr thirty steps apd three. 

And gar him big a deqp, deep ereel^ 
A deep creel and a string, string ; 

And ye^li come up to my bedside. 
And come bonnUy linken in,. in. 
And come bomiily linken in. 

The auld gudeman and auid gudewife. 
To bed they went to sleep, sleep; 

But wae mat worth the auld gudewife, 
A wink she coudna get, get, 
A wink she coudna get. 

I dreamed a dreary dream this night, 

I wish it Innna true, true. 
That the rottens had come thro' the wa\ 

And cutttd the oovexin^ blue, blue. 

And cutted the coverin^ blue. 

Then up it raise the auld gudeman. 

To see gin it was true, true ; 
And he^s gane to his daughter dear^ 

Says, What are ye doing, my dow, dow ? 

Says, What are ye doing, my dow ? 
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What are ye doing, my daughter dear f 
What are ye dohig, my dow, dow ? 

The prayer book'^s in my hand, father. 
Praying for my auld minnie and you, you. 
Fraying for my auld minnie and you. 

The auld gudeman and auld gudewife. 
To bed they went to sleep, sleeps 

But wae mat worth the auld gudewife^ 
But aye she waken'd yet, yet. 
But aye she waken'd yet 

I dreamM a dreary dream this night, 

T wish it binna true, true, 
That the cunning clerk and your ae daughter 

Were aneath the coverin' blue, blue. 

Were aneath the coverin* blue. 

O rise yoursell, gudewife, he says. 
The diel may had you fast, fast ; 

Atween you and your ae daughter 
I canno^get ae night^s rest, resf^ 
I canno^ get ae night^s rest 

Up then raise the auld gudewife. 

To see gin it was true, true ; 
And she fell arselins in the creel. 

And up the string they drew, drew. 

And up the string they drew. 
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Win up, win up, gudeman, she says. 
Win up, and help me now, now ; 

For he that ye gae me to last night, 
I think he<»catch^d me now, now, 
I think he^s catch^d me now. 

Gin auld Nick he has catch^d you now, 
I wish he may had you fast, fast ; 

As for you and your ae daughter, 
I never get kindly rest, rest, 
I never get kindly rest 

They howded her, and they showded her. 
Till the auld wife gat a fa\ fa^ ; 

And three ribs o^ the auld wife^s side 
Gaed knip, knap, ower in twa, twa, 
Gaed knip, knap, ower in twa. 



t^e CleriiiBt of iOxenfocti^ 

I<11 tell you a tale, or 1^11 ong you a song. 
Will grieve your heart full sair ; 

How the twa bonny darks o^ Oxenfbrd 
Went aff to learn their lear. 



Their father loVd them very weel. 

Their mother muckle mair ; 
And «ent them on to Billsbury) 

To leani deqier lear. 

Then out it spake their mother dear. 

Do weel, my sonsi do weel ; 
An4 haunt not wT the young women, 

Wr thou to play the fiel. 

Their father sware them on their souls, 

Their mother on their life. 
Never to lie wi^ the auld mayor'^s daughters. 

Nor kiss the young mayor^s wife. 

But they hadna been in Billsbury 

A twallmonth and a. day. 
Till the twa bonny clerks o** Oxenford 

With the mayor^s twa daughters lay. 

As these twa clerks they sat and wrote, 

The Jadies sewjed and sang ; 
There was^nair mirth in that chamber 

Than all fiEur FerroPs land. 

But word^s gaaie to the wioked. mayor, 
. (As he sat at the wine, 
That the twa bonny derks oVOxenfiurd 
With his twa daughters had lyne. 
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have theyUn with my dau^teri dear, 
Heirs out ow^ a* my land ? 

The monkf ere I eat or drids, 
141 hang them with my hand. 

Then he has taVn the twa bonny ekrks. 

Bound them fiae tap to tae^ 
Till the reddest blood in their body 

Out ower their nails did gae^ 

Whare will I get a little wee bory 

Will win gowd to his fee; 
That will rin on to Oxenford, 

And that right speediUe ? 

Then up it starts a bonny boy, 
Gold yellow was his hair ; 

1 wish his father and mother joy. 
His true love muckle mair. 

Says, Here am I, a little wee boy. 

Will win gowd to my fee. 
That will rin on to Oxenfbrd, 

And that right speedilie. 

Whete ye find the grass green growing, 
Set down your heeland rin ; 

Afld where ye find the faqgs broken, 
Ye^U bend your bow and swim* 
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But wlien ye come to Oxenfotd, 

Bide neither to chap nor ca* ; 
But set your bent bow to your breast. 

And lightly loup the wa\ 

Where he fottnd the grass green growing. 

He slack't his shoes and ran ; 
And where he found the brigs broken. 

He bent his bow and swam* 

And when he came to Oxenfbrd, 

Did ndthor chap nor ca* ; 
But set his bent bow to his breast. 

And lightly leapt the ¥ra\ 

What news, what news, my little wee boy ? 

What news hae ye to me ? 
How are my sons in Billsbury, 

Since they went feur fine me? 

Tour sons are wdl, and learning well. 

But at a highor school; 
And ye*ll never see your sons again. 

On the holy days o* Yule. 

W? sonow now gae make my bed, 
Wr care and caution lay me down ; 

That man <m earth shall ne'er be bora. 
Shall see me mair gang on the groun*. 
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Take twenty pounds in your pocket, 
^And ten and ten to tell them^ wi^ ; 

And gin ye getna hynd^ Henry, 
Bring ye gay Gilbert hame to me^ 

Otit it speaks old Oxenford, 
A sorry, sorry man, was he ; 

Your strange wish does me surprise, 
They are b«dth there alike to me« . 

Wi' sorrow now 1*11 saddle my horse. 
And I will gar my bridle ring ; 

And I shall be at Billsbury, 

Before the small birds sweetly sing; 

Then sweetly sang the nightingale 

m 

As she sat on the wand ; 
But sair, sair, moum'd Oxenford, 
As he gaed in the strand. ' 

When he came to Billsbury, 

He rMte it round about ; 
And at a little shott window 

His sons were looking out. 

O lye ye there, my sons, he said. 

For oxen j or for kye ? 
Or, is it for a little o' deep dear lore, 

Sae sair bound as ye lye ? 



We Ije not here, £idier, they 

For oxen, nor for k je ; 
It^s all for a little o' deep dear love, 

Sae sair bound as we Ije. 

O borrow^s, borrow^s, fiither, th^ said. 
For the love we bear to thee ! 

never fear, my pretty sons, 
Wei) borrowed ye shall be. 

Then he^s gane to the wicked maycxr. 
And hukd him courteouslie ; 

Grood day, good day, oh Kllsbury, 
God make you safe and free !— • 

Come sit you down, brave Oxenfbrd, 
What are your wilts with me ? 

Will ye gie me my sons again. 

For gold, or yet for fee ? 
Will ye gie me my sons again, 

For^s sake that died on tree ? 

1 winna gie you your sons again. 
For gold iKxr yet for fee ; 

But if ye^ll stay a little while, 
Ye'se see them hanged hie. 

Ben it came the mayov'*s daughters^ 
Wi' kirtle, ooat aiJiMe ; 
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Their eyes did sparkle like the gokl, / 
As they tript on the stone. 

Will ye gie us our loves, lather, 

For goki, or yet for fee ? 
Or will ye take our own 8#eet life, 

And let our trae loves be f 

He^s ta'^en st whip into his handy 
And lashed them wond'^rous sair ; 

Gae to your bowers^ ye vile vwak whoees, 
Ye'se never see dbem mair. 

Then out it speaks old Oxenford, 

A sorry man was he ; 
Gang to your bowers, ye Hly flowers. 

For a* this maunna be. 

Out it speaks him hynde Henry, 

Come here, Janet, to me ; 
Win ye gie me my faith and troth. 

And love, as I gae thee ? 

Ye shall hae your faith and troth, 
Wr God^s blessing and mine ; 

And twenty times she kiss'd his mouth. 
Her father looking on. 

Then out it speaks him gay Gilbert, 
Come here, Margaret, to me ; 
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Willjye gie me my faith and troth. 
And love, as I gae thee ? 

Yes, ye shall get your fiiith and troth, 
Wr God^s blessing and mine ; 

And twenty times she kissed his mouth. 
Her father looking on. 

Ye*ll take aff your twa black hats. 

Lay them down on a stone. 
That nane may ken that ye are clerk* 

Till ye are putten down. 

The bonny clerks they died that mom, 
Their loves died lang ere noon ; 

Their father and mother for sorrow died,- 
They all died very soon. 

These six souls went up to heaven, 

(I wish sae may we a' !) r 
The mighty mayor went down to hell. 

For wrong justice and law. 



NOTES. 



SIR PATRICK SPENS. 
Pagcl. 
Tbis old and justly esteemed ballad has given rise to much anti- 
quarian conjecture, and critical research. It appears to have been 
first published by Dr Percy, in his Reliqjues of Ancient English 
Poetry, in 116IU » » Scottish Ballad ; and in this imperfect state 'o S' 
it has been republished in almost every subsequent collection of 
andent ballads, occasionally with variations and additions. Sir 
Walter Scott, who has also given an edition of it in the Minstrdby. 
of the Border, admits it to be but a fragment* A complete eopy 
was tiierefore a great desideratum in the literary world, at least to 
that part of it who have made it tbetf study to rescue from the de- 
vouring hand of time those graphic rdiques of our early ances- 
tors. History has been silent on the parlicular event which gave 
rise to its composition, if we except a few indirect hints by some 
of the old chionicleEi, which have Inade almoet every editor have a 
different opinion of its origin. The present version, therefore, may 
supply a desideratum in the annals of Scottish Song, which has 
hitherto been so often attempted by the ingenious and the learned 
in Tain. It was taken iiown from the recitation of '* a wight of 
Homer*i cnft ;** who, as a wandering minstrel, blind ham his in- 
fincy, has been travelling in the North as a mendicant fat thew 
last fifty yeanb He learned it in his youth fimn a vei7 old petaoo, 
and the woids are exactly as redted, Iree from tboee emendatioQe 
whicli have ruined so many of our best Scottish BiUlads. 

The nbject on which the ballad is founded is thus idatad 
byHeGtorBMGe,inhisChioiudeaofSeo|]and!— ^' And Ivthe 
nair ooboration of perteoerand amite and kyndness beHuz Soottie 
tad Jkam in tymei cumyng, Maifaret, Cypg Aleyaaderiy iowitim% 
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himnJ bot ane s^ in age m1 be giuiii in mamage to Hanh^ 
je aoo of kyng Magnus quhen acho ia cumyn to perfite age.*' 
Tbii maniage took place betwixt the king of Seotlaiid*s daogbtcr, 
Maigaiety and the king of Kor^ay's son, Haningo, about the 
year 1270. The curr^ r^rt is, ,that Sb Patcick waa sent on 
an embassy to Norway to bring home Margaret, giand-daughtar 
of Alexander III. king of Scotland, which appears to me to be in- 
consistent with the tenor and narratire of the ballad. From the 
fbDowing verse, I am more inclined to believe that Sir Patrick, 
accompanied with five-and-fifty Soots lords* sons, were destined t» 
carry to the court of Norway its chosen queen, and not to bring 
finm that court a queen fbr Scotland. 

But t maun sail the seas the mom. 

An* likewise sae maun you ; — 
To Noroway, wi* our king's dai^htery^ 

A chosen queen she's now. 

It would else i^pear, from the first line of this verse, that the di^ 
had been in readinesa for the voyage, as she was to saU on die da^ 
alltt the Ordos had arrived, and not that she had been prghSnted 
by an act of parHament to safl during the winter months. How- 
ever, the season of the year is not qiedfied herOi 

YOUNG AKIN. 
Pi^& 

In some late pabUcatioDS, I have seen fragments of this beaati- 
ftd ballad under various names*— It is now fixr the fist timeghrca 
in a complete state. 

The ballad is, to all appearance, very oU ; and agrees wilfa the 
iwmaaiie history and times of Fergus II. It will be considerad 
by all lovers oi ScottiA Song, aa a great acquisition to their stor* 
•r tra^Utaeaaiy poetry. The hcndne, Lady Maigaiet, a Uag^ 
dani^hter, was atadca by her father'a o^bearer, who bnilt ffar he* 
« bower, in wMh she was 00 artlbUy confined, that no one conU 
have discevend the place of her rcwdtnefc In thi» bowciE^ ab« 
htn to hn adopted hnsbond seven sons, the oldest of vliem waa 
the neana of rdeasfaig her ftoBi her dreary abodcw Oblwatiivsl 
at the eoort of hie grandlhther,''whMhflr Ise had gone to 
^0 oU BMmarch at oner peneired anih n flMu^ 



SiitWltMtt^of'iliiiwvbAuid l^» ift made Mm «iiq«k« aflfl^ilM 
tktt 6f hit iMig Idet dmtgbtor. She, witb te rest of h« iiMi, 
amved il her fethetV palace ; and, Kke the pradigal, ot long lett 
ton, was wdcomed with joy and gladness. The ballad oondudet 
with the pardon of Yoang Akin, — his reeeptien at the king's 
oouit, and the baptism of the diildren. 

YOUNG WATERS. 
Page 1& 
A mutilated edition of thn beautiM cUsA ballad was first pub* 
liriftd by Lady Jean Hume, sister to the £arl of Htme, while- 
residing in Glasgow. It has been copied into a great many Col- 
lections of Ancient Ballads since. The versioB which is here 
giren to the paUie, is the only co m pl ete one with idiieh I have 
ever met It contains a history of the whole transaction, dthough, 
in one case, under a fictitious name. I am, however, inclined to 
thhik, that the Young Waters was Da^ Graham at Fintny, 
irbo was found guflty and beheaded the 16th February 1599, for 
bring concerned in a Fopidt plot : — the patdculars of which are 
to be found recorded in Spots wood*8 Etistory, page S91. 

THE GOWANS SAE GAY. 
Page 22. 
A ballad somewhat similar in fancy, was published by ABaH 
Ramsay in his Tea Table Miscdlany ; but it differs widely in ro- 
mantic fiction and narrative from the present, whose hero >b an 
£lfin-kmght, with whom die heroine falls in love on hearing the ' 
foond of his horn. Great deeds are said to be done on the firs! 
morning of May, such as gathering dew before the son arise ; * 
which is an infalfihle cosmetic for die la^Res. The two following 
verses, on the virtue of May-dew, are from the bdlad alluded to. 

O lady foir, what do you here ? 

There gsii^an are gi^« 
GaUMffing the dsv, what need ye spimr ? 

The first ffiomiog .of May. 

Xte diw* qittolh I, what oao Aat mean ? 

There gaarans are gay. 
Quoth she, to wash my mistress clean, 

The first morning of May. 



Tkt hifmrntta bam haa ^tettdix lot ^^Bji tet,bj-ba 
qn«» MDft Bke Judith with HolofenuM, ibt lulled turn tOttp in 
hK bpi Hid aABWaidi cut off ha bead with hit own wi^on. 

THE TWA MAGICIANS. 

Tbac ii m aoTdtj in Hat legendary ballad tccj amonng, and 
it HUM be mr dU.— I «w uw anj Itiii^ in print which had 
tha ■nalkw iCMmblanca^lo it. The nngulai metamorphDaa, and 
cmiana liai»i«iin[iiiiii of the bcm and heroine of the ballad hj the 
•nofina^c,antnilj BonL Ma^ can aeeooipliili great thinp, 

Mi^ i* dinded into Natural, Attifioil, and DiabolicaL Na- 



BMic Sane of nataial main. Aitifidal nu^ prodoGca aka n- 
tiwdiaary and mandloaa cffecti, by hnman induttiy and wit : 
U, tbBglaniphereof Aidiimedcs; the woodea i^eoo of Aid»- 
tia ; the goUcn Uida of the Empeicc of Leo, wbieh mag ; Boe- 
(■«'■ btaien aof,' whidi did both mig and flf, and letpeoti of 
dM nme nctal, iriiidi did hi« ; and Albot le Grand'i ipeakii^ 
bead, tc Diabolieal magic, oi the black art, hath turpriiing tl- 
Acta, aiiipBHing dmae of in ar nature, by the help of Daaaoi t 
M Fhanah'i m^ciana, who did imitate the tnie miiaclea oT Ood. 
And in the hat age then wai a magirian, wbo made the dead 
copa et a fimoai baipa at Bdopie walk and [day, ei if be had 
bam alire, by a diann which be pal onda me of ill ann-piti. 
flai|iiiiB Feucema, tha phjodiD, who mmtiDOt diia, nya, Aat 
a«odis mapdan, who diacorocd die cane of dii^ did lake one 
Aa dhaan widi great dexterity; n that the oorp* fUl m the 
gnnnd, tod laaaned imBaTcaU& Indote, biibop of SenDe, 
aya, dat the wagiriaiia did aorc die ekmcnta ; kill men by then 
mydama, wiAoot pMcn; and raiae the deril, frcm wbamlbCT 
lant how to nmoy dieii Bimiw. Natnid and aitifical magic 
hare no horn in bm, if pee^ ttk cvanotto awikm a ipntt 
•f cmiMily, and pnM too te Juo Ibtmidct and tupcret i tiotM en- 
fimiea: bitf M >)T Ae blad ait, ^ ahnyi ladawCal, m m^oy- 
iag a M a ii^ i wA nee widi cv9 ^iiiti. Tlcn an ame peeplBi 
wha <iA« a*tga»» , « pcctnd t» do n^ Oat dwe Ii aaj mA 
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tiling M witches ; but this is a tratb, to say nothing more, whidi 
no man, who bdieres any thing in revealed religion, can call in 
question ; for the Holy Scriptures, in several places, forbids us to 
liave recourse to magicians ; and mentions those made use of by 
Pharaoh and Manasses ; of the witch of Endor, consulted by 
Saul ; of Simon and Bar-Jesu, magicians ; and of a woman who 
liad a familiar spirit dispossessed by Saint Paul ; all menddned 
In the Acts of the Apostles. The councils likewise excommunicate 
magicians, and the Holy Fathers mentbn them upon occasion : 
neither is the dvil law wanting in penal provisions against them : 
there is likewise a statute in the banning of the reign of King 
James I. whidi makes witchcraft felony. — Tt^er^t TreaHse of 
'Sttperstitiaru, 

CHILDE OWLET. 
Page 27. 
liady Erskine appears to have been a daughter of one of the 
"Earls of Marr, who disdained to take the title of herlitisband, as 
l>eing below her degree. Although he is here called a Lord, it 
does not always prove ihat those were Lords of Parliament, or 
noblemen, who were called so, but merely given as a title of cour- 
tesy. It is quite a common thing for a lady who wishes to ho- 
nour her husband, to call him lord. Sarah called Abraham 'lord, 
and was accounted a worthy woman for so doing. Childe 0#let 
was an illegitimate son of Lord Ronald*s sister, who had been 
brought up in the house of his unde, under a fictitioul name ; but, 
like another Joseph, chose ratber to suffer death than be ungrate- 
iiil to his guardian, or dishonour his preserver's bed. 

THE BENT SAE BROWN, 
Page 30. 
Love, says the preacher, is as strong as death. Our old jx)esy 
It firanght with tales of wonder, as well as delight. The love wbicfa 
is displayed by the lady in this ballad is passing human oompre- 
hension. It is the strongest pasdon, and one which "betrajTS reason 
and zeflcctiont and to whose shrine ailmost all have been made to 
bow. A few centuries ago, bve signified an invincible indina- 
tion, as may be seen by the present ballad. It has, however, m 



t}ie ftrcsmt ami raotbcr ineamof . What U4y in tliis <i>%h>f» •J 
age of inB^emeat »ad morids, would siusrifioe the life of three bio- 
then, and incur the 4eadly bate of a fond father and an indul- 
gsnt mother, for the gratification of saving the life of a ni^tlj 
gallant, as here depicted ? The stratagem which the old woman 
falls upon for the punishment of the young kn^t, proves abor- 
tive. The kingf to whom she made her ^ximplaint, was mneh 
better pleased with the artless simplicity of the daughter's atate- 
ment of the murder, who had also gone to the king to crave par- 
don for her lover's manslaughter, as it may be termed, beii^ in 
self-defience. Fsom her familiarity with the sovere^, I am led 
to suppose she had been a woman of high d^jtee ; for we are in- 
formed, she teok him in her arms, and kissed him cheek and 
chin. 

LEESOME BRAND. 
Page 3a. 
I am quite unprepared to say where that land is *^ where winds 
never blew, nor cocks ever crow," unless I make it Faiiyland. In 
fact, the tenor of the whole ballad authorizes me to think it so. 
It would also seem that Iteesome Brand's mother had been an old 
enchantress; for, by three drops of Saint Paul's blood, which she 
had kept in a gray horn, beneath her head, she restored to life his 
wife and child. 

CLERK TAMAS. 
Page 43. 
This ballad bears all the characteristics of antiquity. It seems 
rather of a romantic kind, although in many places aUegoricaL 

THE QUEEN OF SCOTLAND. 
Page 46. 
Whether this ballad alludes to Maiy queen of ScoUand's illidt 
amours, which were so notorious, I leave my readers to judges It 
is evident, however, like the wife of Potiphar, die contrived the 
death of this chaste young man, who acted a mere honourable part 
than defile the bed of his royal master. The you^g woman, by 
irhose instrumentality his life h«d been i^Vwiged, hernvricd, ai 
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•^Mif cf hk gffttitade « and Pkovideaee, nfltltag to cDMonige todi 
virtMCB flctioiist liMlad tht wmmSL tfafe Mrpoil faftd mada 

THE EARL OF MARV DAUGHTER. 

Page 49. 

Id the oriental eourts of liie andents, magie was a fiiToarite 
madfj and ibnned part of the edueation of their noblee, which 
liieybmtght to great perftetimi; I mean to BuehpotftelioDaslhis 
aeie&eeiscapebkof being brought by human mcaiMu TiUwitUa 
IkMe few jeart past, e bdlef in magic and witchciaft wee dieririiedy 
net onljF bf tiie ignorant bat the learned in ear own countiy. In 
Toledo, Seville, and fikdamaaca, and hi various paru of Italf » 
«b«e were pubUe seheob, where raagie was taogbt At one period, 
it was custonary fbr the noblemen end gendemen of Scotland to 
flnish their education by maldxig what was called the tour of £tt« 
rope, end attending for a short period one of these eastern semi* 
naties of darkness. Transformations were common in the days 
of Ovid I men woe metamorphosed into bhrds, beasts, fishes, woods 
and water. The Arabian, Tartarian, Eastern, and Fairy Talea, 
fiunish us with abundance of instances of this kind, charms having 
been used for the purpoee. Scotland, till of late, had her witches^ 
her wsriocfcs, her fairies, her brownies, and a hundred move super- 
natural and midnight visifors, who were capable of riding through 
the air on broomsticks, or crossing the raging ocean in egg-riidls, 
•r sieves, as happens, which may be seen at Aill length in Satan's 
Invisible World Discovered. The Earl of Gowrie was said to be 
a staundi advocate for charms, amulets, and Homerical medi- 
ones, as mentioned in the Gowrie Conspiracy* *' When he, i. e> 
£ad Gknrrie, went to Padua, there he studied Neoronumcy t his 
own pedMogne matter Rhiff'^ tftttiflfS; that he had these rhnTairuis 
mf upon him, which he loved so, that if he had forgot to pot 
them in his breeches, he would run up and down like a madman, 
and lie had them upon him iriien he was shun ; and as they testily 
that saw k, he osuld not Ueed so long as they were open Urn.** 
Many are the instances, even to this day, of charms pi»eliMd 
among the vulgar, especuiay m the Highlands, attended wMi forms 
of prayer. 
This baUad hie the highest ehum to antiqnity. The Isamed 
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«%m w kit in in wiqiii^ : ttvoaidtlKnteebe WBtenvt* 
•Mribc dw dbte of the bftlhd to anj pndse period. 



THE D£ATH OF LORD WARRISTON. 

Page 661 

Ib anodwr iiole» I haife cndoairoitted to dieir, thai the tide of 
kidiiaoiiictiiiieB eon&nedondiepiopiielorof aanallcrtiiBu In 
the paetoit caae, I hate seen two diifocnt baflada, one pnhiiriied 
hjr Hr JaminiMi, voL i p. 109 of his Popokr BaUnda ; aniMliiB 
by MjKiDlodi,pw49ef his Andcnt SoottiflfaBaUada;— inboft 
heiscaOedtfae JLaiidefWariestoo. The copy given hoe k the 
completeit of the dneot and dianges the cause of the malaBchd^ 
cataitiophe altogether* ThebaUad, asmostof onrandentSoottiih 
baDads aie, is fimnded on fiict, and is veiy old, as may be aecn by 
cnnsnlting Bind's Diaiy, pages 49 and 61, ftom wMch the Al- 
lowing extracts aie given ^— 

** 1600, Jufy 2.— .The same 2 dey, John Kinkaid of Waiift. 
ten mmderat be his awin wyff and servant man, and her niniadie 
being also ^pon the conspiracy. The said gentilwoman being ap- 
piehendit, scho was tane to the Girth croese upon the 5 day of 
Jnlii, and her heid struck fia her bodie at the Cannagut fit, qnfaa 
diet Terie patiently* Her noiisdie was brant at the same time^ at 
4 houris in the momeing, the 6 of Jolii. 

«« The 16 of Junii (1603) Robert Weir broken on ane cait 
wheel with ane coulter of ane pleuche, in the hand of the hangman, 
for murdering the gudeman of Warriston, quhilk he did 8 Jntii 
1600.'* 

I also give the foUowiog ezoerpt tiom an old MS. of onrious 
Trials of the Court of Justiciary, as it dif^ somewhat horn die 
account pven of this diabolical murder in Biirel*s Diary, aa stated 
above. 

'« 1604, June 26_ William Weir ddaytet of art and part of 
the crud murder of John Kincaid of Wairiesttm, in anno 1600» 
The part of this barbarous murder is this:-^^an lihiingstflB* 
spouse to the said Jolm Kincaid, havii^ conceived a deadly hatnd 
towards her husband for alledged maletreatment, did send* Janet 
Musdp, her nurse, to the said William Weir, and implored him 
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to nordttlnr hnsbfliiA; who aoeordiBgly was Inmighe to Warrie- 
•ton, nd about midiii^l they came into the room where he waa 
lying in bed, and being wakened with the ndce, called to han, 
whereupon the said Weir running to him, and with a seTere stroke 
with his hand, sIrudE him on the wein oigan, and thereby he iUl 
out of his bed on the floor, whereupon Weir struck him on the 
bcUy with his feet, and thereafter gripped him by the throat, and 
held him till he strangled him to death. 

*^ It does not appear how proved, nor if the lady and nurse were 
tried, but the Jury having found him guilty, he was sentenced to 
be broken alive on the row, or wheel, and be exposed thereon for 
twenty-four hours ; and thereafter the said row, with the body on it, 
to be placed between Leith and Warrieston, till orders be given to 
bum the body. 
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EAKL CBAWFOBD. 
Page 61. 
Undsay, one of the "EatIb of Crawford, having married a 
dan^iter of — — of Stobhall in Aberdeenshire, unwittingly took 
as an affiont, a jesdng word this lady said regarding her son.. The 
story of the lady's fotality, is told by herself, in very pathetic 
strains. The ballad concludes with the death of both. Those of 
die somame of Undsay, at one period, were very numerous in 
Scotland, having spread into numerous branches. The name was 
derived from the manor of Undsay in Essex, and consequently of 
English origin. 

ROSE THE RED AND WHITE LIIiLIK 

Page 67. 
A ballad of this name, but considerably diffisrent from the pre- 
sent, appeared in the Border Minstrelsy, voL iL p. 444. The edi- 
tor of that esteemed work, thinks it may have originaDy related to 
Hm histm^ of the celd>tated Bobin Hood. The heroof Ms piece 
is of Scottish extraction, and ccmsequendy not the same personage. 
The place from whence these ladies made their escape, as narrated 
in the baOad, waa Anster town, in the county of Fife. 
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BUKD ISBESU AND SIB f ATUGK. 

Pj^ 76. 
It » not an oMoiBvon tbnig, «v«B in tbe pitMil daf « to fiai a 
pecsMi who will mif-cwew hioudf to half-a-doMn •( ywng «o» 
men in a year ; particularly to tboie whom they ceniUer in o etaie 
incapable of retatiating, as WW the case with Bwd label. None 
but thoae destitute of every sense of honour would be guiltirof adch 
injustice to a young and unprotected femaloy who lalheff meriii 
OicirkiBdeat sympathy. The kst veice of thu baUod would cause 
the Header to think the finaaken maid had the power of anafhawa 
tiling her mis-eworn knigjbt, for the scUing of his preciow aooL 

CHAEia£ M'FH£&SOX. 
Page 85. 

Under (he feudal law, a Highland chieftain waa invested with 
more power and authority than many democmtie king, and made 
use of it according to the strengdi of his clan, and his own arbitrary 
or tyrannical disposition. To rob and despoil parents of their only 
daughter, on whom they looked ion comfiMrt in their HiJiniYig 
jeaxs, and carry her oflf, they knew not whither, was not ooo of the 
worst actions of which some of them were guilty; but, like the Ro- 
mish Inquisition, no one durst say it was wrong whidi they had 
donci unless their strength and power were aueh as to bo ohk to 
overcome them in battle. 

Charles M^Pherson was one of that HighUmd dan, conmiflnly 
called the Clan-Cattan, fiuned for antiquity and valour. Thcj 
draw their original from the Chatti, or Catti, the ancient inhabi- 
tants of Hessia and Thuring^ in Germany, whence they were ex- 
pdled by the Hermondures, with the assistance of the Romans, in 
the rdign of the £mpeior Tiberius* Cattorum CastsUum, one of 
the Landgrave of Hesee^s palaces, and Cattorom Mdibaei) m 
Catxenellebegen, which is one of the family's titles, do aliQ pre* 
serve the menoiy of the ancient Catti ; who being fbned to leave 
their ooontiy, came lower down i^on the Rhine into Battavia, now 
Holland, where Catwick still beam their namei thc*oe n oolony 
of them came into Scotland, and landing in the anth of that king* 
dom, were kindly received by the long of Scots, who gave tiicm 
that part of the country where they landed, which ftom them 
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«a]lBdCaithneK,i.e. the Cattle's Mxnar: beiag eettled hen, diej 
did many eminent services against the Piets, and other enemies of 
the Soots, tiU the time of King Alphinus, when the ducf of the 
Catti, caQed QUlf Gattan Moir, I. e. the Oicat, £nr his extraoidl. 
nary conduct and valour, being mairied to a sister of Bradns, king 
of the FiotSy he was in a strait how to behave himself betwixt hodi 
jkings, who, in a little time after, &U out, and as the espedient, 
lesolTes upon a neutxali^. In the reign of Kenaethus IL who also 
had wax with the Ficts, this Gilly Cattan Jdoir, amongst others of 
the Scotdi aobflity, was summoned to attend the king's standard, 
he excused himself, by reason of his age ; but to evidence his loy- 
alty, though allied to the Picts, he sent one of his sons, with half 
of his dan, to Join the Soots, which did not a Utde contribute to 
that fatal blow, which issued in the utter ruin of the Picts. Most 
of the Oan Chattan, with their valiant leader, falling in the bat- 
tle, the old man died of grief, and die remaining part were, by 
the advice of their enemies, prosecuted as fitvouiers of the Picts, 
expelled Caithness, and, with much ado, obta&ied leave to settle in 
liochaber, where they lemain to this day. 

There are many other Highland fiunilies, whose name bcipns 
vrith M^ or M^Mac, which signifies the son of such » man, who 
being eminent for some great thing, his posterity chose his name, 
or surname, as the M'LieaDs, M'Intoshes, Ac. 

CHASUSS GRJEME. 
Page 89. 
Thece eeems to be a very great inconsistency manifested through- 
out the whole of this ballad in the lady's behaviour towards the 
I^KMt of her departed lover. Perh^ she wished to sit and si^ 
alone, undisturbed with visits from the inhahilants of the grave. 
On her first outset, she was to sit and harp on his gmve a twelve- 
month andaday ; but after the fiat night, we bear no more of her 
haipiiHE. 

THE COUETEOUS KNIGHT. 
Pi«;e91. 
A ballad shnihuc in inddeat, but greatly deficient in narrative. 
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uncler the tide of ^* Proud Lady Margaret,** is printed in the 2d 
▼ol. p. 250. of the Border Minstrelsy. 

SWEET WILLIE AND FAIR MAISEY. 

Page 97. 
Mr Finlay, in the note to " Sweet Willie,** a mutflated copy, 
in his CoUectitn, yoL ii p. 61, says, — *^ This ballad has had the' 
misfortune, in common with many others, of being much mutilated 
by reciters. I have endeavoured, by the assistance of some frag- 
ments, to make it as complete as possible.** Mr Finlay has, how- 
ever, for aU his painful industry, come far short of completing or 
perfecting the ballad, as may be seen by comparing it with this 
copy, which, I think, is the only genuine one yet published. In 
the 139th page of the '^' Minstrelsy Ancient and Modem,** edited 
by my worthy friend, William Motherwell, Esq. I find another 
version of this ballad, considerably different from this one, under 
the title of ^' Fair Janet ;'* taken, as he says, from a '* Ballad 
Book,** edited by Mr Charles Kirkpatrick Sharpe, and enlarged 
by three stanzas from the ballads of ^' Willie and Annet** and 
^* Sweet Willie.** The copy I have here given is, like all the 
others in this Collection, indebted to no printed copy whatever. 

YOUNG PRINCE JAMES. 

Page 103. 
An imperfect ballad, under the name of *' Lady Maisry,** is 
given in Mr Jamieson's Collection, voL 1. p. 73, without note or 
comment, and has subsequently appeared in 6ilchrist*s Collection, 
and the Minstrelsy Ancient and Modem, in the same state. The 
catastrophe is somewhat similar to that of Young Prince 'James. 
Instead of Lord William, as in Mr Jamieson*8 copy, we are in- 
formed, the hero of the piece was young Prince James ; and may 
have been James Stewart, afterwards king of Scotland, who was 
at that time a prisoner in England, but had come to Scotland in 
the disguise of an English Baron. 

BROWN ROBYN'S CONFESSION. 
Page 110. « 

This ballad has probably been written by one of the Beocdic- 
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tine Mooks, who aeiUed in England in the yen 596, in the dark 
■gee of Roman Catholic supeistitioD, to enforce upon bis silly- 
minded bearen the real, or pretended advantages arising from att« 
licolar confession. Surely none of my readers are so grpssly igno- 
rant as to be made to beliieve, that the mere confession of a cdiney 
particularly that of incest, and of such hideous magnitude as the 
one here narrated, would oititle any one to a pardon of the swDOi 

THE THREE BROTHERS. 
Page 111. 
In my weary, though pleasant researches among the inhabitants 
of the straw-thatched cottages that abound in Aberdeenshire, I have 
found two different copies of this ballad, both of which differ from 
the two given by Sir Walter Scott, under tlie titles of '^ Archie of 
Ca^field, and Jock o* the Side/* One of the two recovered by 
me, I sent to the editor of the Minstrelsy Ancient and Modem, 
where it was printed, under the title of ^^ Billie Archie,** in the 
335th page of that very valuable work. There is a quaintness, a 
cunning, a bravery, and a degree of honour displayed in this bal- 
lad, which the reader will admire. The cowardice of little Dickr 
and the spirited manliness of Johnny Ha, at the swimming of 
Annan water, are findy contrasted. We may suppose this ballad 
to have been written about the year 1597) as at that time Johnny 
Ha, alias John Hall of Newbigging, is mentbned in the list of 
clans who infested the Border. 

THE MAID AND FAIRY. 
Page 117. 
This is one of the many beautiful legendary chants that are ta 
be found in the nursery, which are said and sung to amuse fretful 
children. The Genii, or Spirit, that presides over the '* Wellr 
sae Weary,** is often introduced by the ancients in their tales and- 
songs of wonder and delight .It was with wellp, as it was with 
churches, in the darkened ages of superstition ; every well had its 
name and tiitelar deity, to which it was dedicated, and offerings 
made, as it was supposed such gave the waters those balsamic and 
healing qnalides for which many of them were so much renowned. 
Th«se wells were held in the greatest veneration by thwe whs 
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fti^uoitod iliem, «id oAa ^ ftoee wfaeie tonfi m«l to ple^* 
tikeirfidthttidtndi. This dnnmiig IHde piece k iiBd<NibM% 
fwy old, 90 a ttaasa of one of a siiailtt ai^eet appear in tho 
CoM^^laonn of SooUaod, p. 334. The subject k as kXkrtn r-^ 
An old wotnaD and her dan^ter Kved oi»ie»ole part ofthtf 
eoHiiliy) fiiv fifom th6 haunts of busy men ; when, it so happefled, 
OM wintery night, that the nudd was sent to the ^ Wdl see 
Weaiy** for two jars of water. With much reiactance she went, 
having, as she said, gone fiequenily before, and found nothing but 
mud in a puddle. The old woman, however, was not to be put 
iff with sttdi s31y excuses, but, in a hanher tone of voiee, and 
mora pereraptonly, commanded her daughter to go at that instant. 
Theorder fras imperative, so she oemplied with idudanoe. Whe» 
M die wdl, mumbling some anathematizing language against her 
mother, the Spbit of the Well appeared, who praffiered hk asrist- 
aaee in findmg pure water for her, provided she would admit 
Urn into her dwdling when n^^fat was iarer advanoed. She did 
s6, came home with her water, and met with a gruff reoeptSon from 
her mofiher. Shortly after appeared the Genii at the door, sragp* 
kig the first four fines of the song, and was admitted. In the 
sscsnd four lines, he cferes, as hu due, the eastick, or stem, hav« 
ing had ooleworts for liidr supper, a dish common to the peasan* 
tty of Scotland. In the third ibur Bnes, he asks hk brose, (oat- 
meid, and te decoction of the eoleworts stirred together ;) in ili« 
fourth four lines, he requests the kale ; and in the fifth four llnea, 
he petitions the maid to lay him down in a bed, putting her in 
mind, at the same time, of the favour he had done her at the Well 
sae Weaiy. The old woman, who, ere now, had been a silent 
speetitor to all that was pasang, got enraged, and eommanded her 
daag^itar to iStaow him out of the house, n^iicfa was rastantly dene. 
The dzfh and lastfimr fines condmde the piece with hk p r aye ia or 
maBaon for her woe, and an opportunity of having her again ift 
hkpower at the WeBs sae Weary. 



YOUNG HUNTING. 
PagelliL 
ffrngments of thk endMUitii^ biMiad have bees ptmtsa hi vn* 
crtbctMBs, under a vaiktyef titles. In WotficnpoQaliCel. 



lectko, voL i. p. 148, tfe fo be found sefea mutikted Tenes ; and 
in Lawrie and 8ymxngton*8 CbDeetinn, yd. i. p. 184, asre five 
venes, all of whidi make the hero of the piece Eail Ricbaid. Sir 
Widter Seott has also ghrm two ballads m the 2d volume of tfie 
Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border, under the titles of ^* Lord 
WtUiam," and «^ Earl Richsrd," which are much Eke Ywxtg 
Hunting in detail. Sir Walter sapposea the one to have been 
derived irom the other. In his note to Earl Bichard, he says, 
^ There are two ballads in Mr Herd's MSS. upon the ibUowxng 
story, in one of which the nnibrtanate knight is termed '* Young 
Huntin." In Mr Kinlodi's Sootddi Ballads, is one under the 
name of '* Yomig Redin ;'* but he is of opinion that it diflbrs es- 
sentially, boUi in incident and detail, from either Lord Wilfiam, 
or Earl Richard. I am, however, inclined to think, its author 
has been indebted to Young Hunting for his plot. Young Hunt- 
ing, though last on the stage of public critidsm, is not the least ia 
poetical merit ;^it is superior to all those which have preceded it, 
and now for the first time printed in a complete and perftct state, 
with beauties that are not to be found in any of the other frag- 
ments* 

BLANCHEFLOUR AND JELLYFLORICE. 

Page 125. 
There is a very old romance of this name, from which I sus- 
pect same less inspired poetaster than its real author, has taken 
the present bdlad, modelled it in his old mould, and modernized 
it to suit the dimate of his own timej. A young woman who 
had wearied in the employment ot her former mistress, goes to 
better her fortune, in pursuit of new adventures ; when she ar- 
rived at the palace of a queen, where she was admitted, but warn- 
ed to beware of the queen's son. She, however, sodn forgot her mis- 
tress's advice, and grew fond of the young prince, and admitted^ 
him to make- love, and pay his addresses to her, which gave great 
oStoce to the queen, who ordered her to undergo a severe pimish- 
ment : but from this die was soon released, '^and married by the 
prince* 



LABT ISABEI^ 
Page 129. 
ScHne itepmodias piore the bane of bittetneig to their hi^^ 
ftaner ofipring, wfaen tliej hare it ia their power. Svciy trifling 
llung IS an exaue for dieir cmeltf . The gowns which were sent 
to Ladj Isabel fiom her krrer bcjond seas, were made a plea for 
her stepmother to wreak her vengeance upon. In short, eveqr 
thing militatw against the young and the fair ; and she gave her 
poison to diink, under the mask of friendship, althoii^ not un» 
known to the young lady. From the drcnmstance of Liady Isa- 
bel's mother appearing to her in the quire of Mary's Kiric, we may 
suppose the andentB had an idea diat the souls of the departed 
knew, and were conversant with ^ affiurs of the world which they 
had left. Indeed, almost all liuai wzitingB sanction this belief. 

GIGHT'S LADY. 
Page 133. 
Lake many of our best ballads, *' Gight's Lady," or, as in 
another edition of it, — ^*' Geordie," it has sufl^red greatly in the 
hands of ballad ooIlectoTs. In fiict, all the other editions of this 
ballad I have met with, have been deprived of thdr original 
beauty and catastrophe, by the too oflBdous, and sacrile^ous hands 
of our wise-headed modem redters and interpolateis. It came 
first throu^ the hands of Bums, who sent it to '' Johnston's 
Museum," where it first appeared in an inoompleto state. Quali- 
fied as Bums was to make new ones, he has, in many instanffs, 
been veiy unsuocessiiil in mending old ; and I much fiear this 
one has not been much improved : for, as the fink-boy said to 
Pope the poet, who was a crooked nus-shapen creature, when he 
piayed to God to mend him, that it would be much easier for 
God to make two new ones, than to mend huiu This ballad, 
which is now for the first time published complete, ia quite at 
variance widi all its printed predecessws. Mr Cimningham says, 
— ^^ The genuine old song relates to some fi H g o ite n fned between 
<he powerfnl Gordons and Hays." This is quite incorrect ; as Mr 
C could never have seen the genuine old song of which he ^eaki^ 
m he would at once have perceived it had no reference or connectioii 
whatever with the lend that onoe existed between the Karia of 



Handj and £ro1, u mentioned at fuU lengtli by Gonlon, in hit 
Hiitoiy of the Gordons. The genuine old ballad was composed 
upon ^lite another incident, and recounts an afiair which actually 
tmk place in the reign, or rather minority of King James VI. Sir ' 
G«oige Gordon of Gight, had become too familiar with the laird 
of Bignei^s lady, for which the former was imprisoned, and likely to 
low hie life ; but for the timely interference of Lady Anne, his 
lawful spouse, who came to Edinburgh to plead his cause, which 
she did with success,— gained his Ufe, and was rewarded with the 
loss of her own, by the hand of her ungrateful husband. Williahi 
Gknrdon, who writes the history of his own name, in order to pal- 
liate as much as possible every act of the Gordons, says, that Sir 
G^eorge Gordon of Gight went over to France, either for recrea- 
tion, or to eschew the exorbitant authority of the regent, who was 
a violent enemy, not only to him, but to all the name of Gordon.*' 
This seems to be a very plausible way of warding oft the disgrace 
of a murder, but it will not do. — He fled to save his life for the 
murder of his lady. Any one will see what puerile and indefinite 
reasons Gordon gives for his client's going abroad. In fact, he is 
not certain of the cause himself; for it will be observed, he says, — 
*•*' eWter for recreation, or to eschew the exorbitant authority of the 
regent,** &c. Mr Ritson gives a version of this ballad, different 
horn all the others, composed in 1610. 

THE DROWNED LOVERS. 
Page 140. 
A fingment of this ballad, under the name of *^ Willie and 
May Margaret," i^peared in Mr Jamieson's Collection, vol. i p. 
135, where he says, **• it was taken from the recitation of Mrs 
Brown of Falkland.*' I have now, for the first time, given it in 
a complete state, vUch exhibits those tragical ends, which are so 
ooonatent with the wiatfa and malice of an enraged mother. The 
unfinrtunatse visit was fatal to both bvers ; for, like Lord Gre^ry's 
mother) the maid*s mother betrayed both, which ended in their 
bdng cooriigned to a watery grave.--rThe piece, on the. whole, is 
beauttfully pathetic. 

VOL. L X 



EAU. BICBASD^S DAUGHTEK. 

TlofrMlidllisveiicvateaibcfiveiBiiiy •bqpeflrdnM^ Ir 
Mtntat dtt dbttg^ter of m wedlhy Eiri fidlii^ m love vitfa her 
Utaten bojr, ^Mm die mbI to me in a Adp of her own co n trif u ig,. 
FnBi hit being doaely beaegcd by n Spanish 1^ of lank and 
hKluatf tb tcadfir hb lore to her, we mej reenmehly tnpgtmt hs 
yoMfiwfl that ewdianifaig air and mien which are m often the l»» 
nadi to a fbmale heart. He, however, kept his integrity and mwa 
inviolate, till he airhred in his own ommtiy, iHiere he was hailed 
by Bad Ridiaid as a personage of rank, and introduced as sodi to 
his dao^ter ; when, under a mask, he ddivcred unto her the riqg 
that he had reoeiYed at their porting After having witnessed the 
tender emntinns which filled her heart, and a few fits of that mani& 
which love ODgendera, he puBed off the mask, and made hiato^ 
known. He was afterwards married to the lady, and nine minlfat 
after brou^t him a son and heb^-^The £ari Bidiard, the kdy*s 
fiidicr, is said to have been one of the £aris of Wemyss. 

There is such a striking and visible coinddence between this 
ballad and Hynd Horn, that I am apt to Aink they are ooevid. 

WILLIE AND LABT MAISEY. 
Page 155. 

This beantiiully pathetic baUad will pave the way for the recep- 
tion of Clerk Sandy, to which it bears a great resemblance. It is 
indeed one of that class of ballads whidi glistens the eyes of a ner- 
VMS reader <m its perasaL Although Willie had been made to 
peitem one of those deeds which would stsggfr the bdief even of 
the itiosi ancient and cnthuriaslie admiien of dnvahy ; he is kqpf 
fiee from that disgusting ribaldry of nonsense whidiii oAcn ntuide 
to aeoom^any val«rod8 aottona in tBHat of iMr.old ^"^'^ Wi* 
ftto every one will depfere ; fer» akhoUgh he h^L kalkd hia Mae* 
bmther, and thir^two of her ftihar*s gttted% it waa only in ad& 
defelioei 

An impeHect oopy of a baDad, on a annikr sAbjAia to be 
found in the Minstrdsy Andent and Modem, p. 370» tokm down^ 
as the editor says, «« from the redtatkm of a lady foradmcad in 
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CLERK SANDY. 
Page ISO. 
This bftUad is one of the many that have undergone a tranimu* 
tatioo,' ftom its being handed down by oral tradition. As language 
and teanners change, so does the voice of song ; every reciter con- 
ddering himself warranted to substitute that which he knows to be 
BO part of the work* to supply deficiencies. In many cases, that 
romantic age of diivalry is gone. The jroung knight does not 
now go m search of perilous adventures at tilts and tournaments^ 
to make himself acceptable to his fair enslaver. Honour, at one 
time, was the watch-woid, but now seduction. Oh ! how are the 
asighfy faDen ! — Sir Walter Scott and Mr Jamieson have each pre* 
aerved a copy in their several Collections, but both differ from this 
<me. Sir Walter's copy concludes with the five last verses of 
**' William's GUiost,*' published by Wotherspoon, vol. L p. 76. 
Mr JamieMD>'s copy is still more antiquated, but also composed of 
ahreds and patdies. In Mr J.*s copy, the hero is called an Earrs 
son ; the herdne, a king's daughter. 

WILLIE AND FAIR BUBD ANN. 

Pi«e 167. 
This ballad recounts the love that existed between a fiuthful 
pair ;-^what the lady gave her lover to b«gin his fortune ;— how he 
ntamed to the house of her parenia after he had traded, and likely 
gained another hundred pounds, and stole away his' betrothed bride 
In a misty nighty of flicir disappoihtments at flipping, and faith- 
ftilness to each other during their separation. 

THE ENCHANTED RING. 
Pagt! 1€9« 

This ballad, like inaBy of sis ^edecessors, is fimnded on the vi- 
siMary bdief of a sapernatnrsd •Istncf in a piecte of gold and pebble, 
9aA jm opiiioii had long presided over the minds of the andents, 
aot only of the i gf wr ant., but of 4he Jefaed. iReginold Soot, in his 
B&sebvevy of Wkcheraft, gives a catalogue of ^< ib» vertues and 
^alities of sundrie pitlioiiB stones," &c. of which the foUowmg is 
•Tiki: — 

*^ The simtteDt vertues and ^nlitiM of ttoilss found, xoneeivedy 
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and tried by Ibis art, it wonderfbll. Howbeit mioy thiogi m«r 
hSMe and fabulous are added vnto tiheir trae eSbcts, wheiewith I 
thought good in part to trie the readers paUence and cunning witfaaL 
Aggat (they saie) bath vertue against the bitting of soorpioDs or 
seipentft It is written that it maketh a man eloquent, and pio^ 
cureth the fanour of princes ; yea, that the fume thereof dooth 
tume awaie tempests. Alectorius is a stone about &e bignesse of 
a beane, as ckere as the christall, taken out of a cocks beUie whidi 
hath beene gelt or made a capon foure yeares. If it be heid in ones 
mouth, it asswageth thirst, it maketh the husband to knie the wifie^ 
and the bearer inuincible : for heereby M^ was said to ouenome 
his enemies. A crawpocke deliuere^ from prison. Chcfidoniai 
is a stone taken out of a swallowe, which cureth melaneholie t hmr" 
beit, some authors saie, it is the heiffbe whereby the swaliowes le^ 
couer the sight of their yoong, even if their eies be picked out wtdi 
an instrument. Geraivties is taken out of a crane, and draoonitfli 
out of a dragon. But it is to be noted, that sudi atones must be 
taken out of the belKes of the serpents, beasts, or birds^ (wherna 
they are) whiles they live ; otherwise, they vanish awaie with tihe 
life, and so they reteihe the vertues of those starres vnder which 
they are. Amethysus maketh a draonken man sober, and re- 
freshed the wit. The coral preserueth such as beare il iron lad* 
nation or bewitching, and in this respect they are hanged aboot 
childrens necks." He goes on to enumerate, I know not hov 
many more, which would but weary the patience of a 
reader, and cause him think his time but mis^entin the 
of such jargon. 

BROOM O^ THE COWDENKNOWES 

Page 172. 
This beautiful old pastoral has been repeatedly pubBsbed m mu* 
tilated parts ; every editor giving his oopy of it as tiic originaL Tha 
very ashes of the dead, and aU those who have gone belbie» have 
been harrowed up, and the spirits of departed antlqiiariana eoajmed 
from their rest by the poetical magician, to supply imaginaijr 
breaches. I have also oontzibutcd my mite to gratify, the loveErof 
ancient song, by an edidon, which, though last in publication^ I kopa 
is not leaat in poetical meri^ aittMig tlioie dial ham alindy pkaaed 



like tiie hero of many of tbe other lieHads, thk one hiw 
been localized by difieient ftcaHen, to suit their caprice or Tanitf , 
in aieriliing to him the lovereignty of the places where they reside, 
m every penon wishes to immortalize the place of his nativity or 



^OUD MAITLAND. 
Page 1^. 

Whether this great personage be meant for Sir Richard Maitland 
of Lethington, a descendant of Auld Maitland's, of which so much 
has been said and sung ; or Chancellor Mutland, who made so 
much noise in the time of King James VI. I am not quite cer- 
tain. ^^ We have already seen one instance,** says Sir Walter 
Scott, in his note to ^ Auld Afaitland;'* ^^ and in an elegant 
copy of verses in the Moidand MSS., in praise of Sir Richaid*s 
seat of Lethingtooy whidi he had built, or greatly improved, this 
obvious topic of lattery does not escape the poet From the terms 
of his panegyric we learn, that the exploits of Auld Sir Richard 
with the grey beard, and of his three sons, were *• sung in many fta 
CDimtrie, albeit in rural rhyme ;* from which we may infer, that 
they were narrated rather in the shape of a popular ballad, than a 
romance ofpricei If this be the case, the eong now published 
may have undergone little variation since the date of the Mait- 
land MSS. ; for, divesting the poem, in praise of I^ethington, of 
its antique spelling, it would run as smoothly, and appear as mo- 
dem, as any verse in the following ballad. The lines alluded to, 
are addressed to the castle of Lethington.'* 

This is the first and only time I have ever seen this ballad, 
either MS. or printed. 

LORD DARLINGTON. 
Page 183. 
In Joseph Ritson's Northumbrian Ballads, then is one called 
^ Fair Mabd of WaUmgton,'* which has -some ahnihiity to the 
present. 

The young ladies, according to Calvin's doctrine, had been pre- 
destinated ere they were bom to die in child-bed, and that no- 
thing could have saved them, as the decree had once gone forth. 
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ThtunlottuiAt^kiijf, AeUntof theataten, #MOf theboiHtdf 
SestoD, Aberdeentbtte. 

BLUE FLOW£ES AND Y£i.LOW. 

Page 18d. 
It may be said of Willie, as was said of Sir James the Bow, 

that, — 

*^ Lang had be wooM, laog she refhsed. 

In seeming seam and piide; 
Yet aft her eyes confessed the loYe, 

Her fearful words deny*d ;' 



.» 



-till his &tber, a wylie old dioily jn o^wa ed a norei stratngeni to 
prove her love, and to get ber entaqgled in a flDaie prepared finr 
her. It was no less-sncoessfnl tfian anioiis; it had tfaedoned 
effect, and Willie gained his heaiCs 



JEAN O' BETHELNIE S LOTE FOA SIR 
GEORGE GORDON. 
Pago 188. 
When the intestine troubles and brafls of the North disturbed 
ihe public peace so mudi, in ISliS, die Queen's pieaeDoe was 
thou^t necessary to pat a slop to some of tiiem ; and fi» that 
purpose she appeared in the North amgng her fncnds and fins. 
JeaOf danghter of Baron McUmm, and X«aiid of Bethefaae, 
in Aberdeenshire, was one o£ Qoeen Maxy's &nxizitei, vilh 
whom she occasionally dined at the house of Fettemear, where tfao 
Queen resided for a few days ; and having chanced to espy Sir 
George Gordon of Glenlogie, as he rode throi^ the village of 
BandKnry, fell desperatdy in hnre with him j and, that he mi^t 
know her case, she dispatched a letter to him for the purpose; but 
he, for a while, made ^fjblL of 4he oone, whidi came to the lady'a 
ears, and threw her into a violent fovcr. Her fother*s ^^^p'^i 
no doabt bred at die court of Cupid, undertook the 
cttoe, and was more soooesslu!. She was shortly 
ried to Sir George, the object of her wishes, in her fifteenth year* 
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THE HOLY NinmSEY. 
Page Its. 

A BQiiiMfy is s soffC Of nligioiis homey or leoeptade for yiif^bot 
^Ao hftTo bound Aemseivee by a tow to five a aingle and chasli 
lUbr^-oeMbaqr being aoeoonted hononraUe. There a» few, I 
pniagae^ but hare lead the m^brtnnate fate of Abdaid and Eloiae : 
iiow they were diiappointed in tfadr early lores, and spent tfadr 
latter days in a monastery. Sach was the case with the unfortu- 
nate pair in this ballad ; for, at one time, nunneries were common 
in Scotland, endowed with extraordinary priyileges. Many fobo- 
lous but amusing stories, and lively anecdotes, have been told of 
Che nuns who have taken the veil, Ac. In the Island of lona, or 
Icohnldll, the dilapidatfd ruins of an Angustinian nunnery are 
atOl to be seen. The church is 68 feet by 20 on the floor, and 
- contains the tomb of the last prioress, though now considerably 
^defoced. The figure is carved, prating to the Virgin Mary, with 
the address under her feet : Sanela Marioj ora pro ffie, and with 
this inscription round the ledge, in old British characters : Sk 
jacet Damifia Anna DomMi FefleU JlUa^ quondam pHoretta ie 
lona^ qua obiU^ ann» MDXL eujut anknam (aUUrimoJ eommm' 
datnut. At the first establishment of the monastery, the nuns 
tesided on a small isle near /, still called the Ide of Nuns. Co- 
loraba, at length; relented so for, as to allow them this establish- 
ment on the island, where they wore a white gown, and over it a 
rocket of white linen. 

THE NEW SLAIN KNIGHT. 
Page 197. 
It was, at one time, quite a common thing for two lovers to 
make trial of d^h other's aflfeetions unknown to one another; 
whidi, if they found to vibrate according to the notes of their own 
heart and foehngs, they were rewarded aeoordini^. Under the 
ousk of a stranger, did the hero of this ballad try his lady's lore, 
and found it sincere. 

THE WHITE FISHER. 
Page 200. 
Those who haTe read Oie Uvcs of the Popes ; the hisCDiy of the 



la^kitioii, and «i( tbe Uifai^ ofden of tht dergy of Uie Bomah 
^oich, will be nowiie surpriaed tfwl the ghostly confesaor tboiild« 
instead of admkiiBtenng spiritual co n s ol otioii to tiie lady in her 
hiisbaiid*s absence, rab her of her chastity ; .and hetmy, like aa 
unprinc^led villaio, the trust reposed in him. The wicked livei 
and ungrateful conduct of most of the. frian, monks, andpiieMn, 
need no comment. It would appear from the indulgence given 
to the lady by her husband, that he was conscious of the priest's 
treachery, and of her own innocence, in as fiur as she was betrayed* 

LORD DINGWALU 
Page 204. 

This ballad has all the insignia of antiquity stamped upoa it ; 
and records one of those romantic fashions said to exist in the 
Highlands of Scotland some hundred years ago. I am not in- 
diaed to think that the hero of the piece was any of the Lords 
Dingwall, although its name would imply as much ; but rather n 
Higbhind chieftain, or Laird of Dingwall, a royal borough m 
Ross-shire ; if such be the real name of tbe ballad ; of which I 
am dubious, for Sur Richard Preston was created Lord Dingwall 
by King James, in 1607, hy patent, to the heirs of his body. 
His only daughter and heir. Lady Elizabeth, married James, the 
great Duke of Ormond. His grandson, James, second and last 
Duke, claimed, in 17 10, the Scotch honour of Dingwall ; for which 
he was allowed to vote at the election of the sixteen peers the same 
year. This title was forfeited by his attainder, in 1715. From 
this we may see, that none of the Lords of Dingwall resided in 
the Highlands, but most part in England, which confirms my 
opinion. 

In an imperfect copy of a ballad somewhat similar in inddeot 
.to this one, the hero of the piece is called '^ Lord Bothwell ;*' but 
which of the two is the true title, I am not determined to say. 

JAMES HERRIES. 

Page 214. 

Sir Walter Scott has given a ballad under the designation of 

the ^^ Demon I^ver," voL ii. p. 427, of the Border Minstrelsy, 

which he says was taken down from redtalion by Mr Williaa 
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IhthlilM]lad,afevoftlMiiicideBli«eiiamled; tal 
it wHili all tbe paiticulais whkli imder it ekber pofect, or oom- 
]^cte. In the Minilieify Ancient and Modem, is a fragment 
giien, aU tfiatcoiild be procnied by the indcfatigaMe editor of that 
verk* I am therefofe happy to aay, I ha?e it now in my power 
tacMifinee my fitfwnfi^ friend, there is still diperfoei copy of this 
onrioas and ssarce legend ia eaustence, which is now, for the first 
thae, given to the public In this ballad, it is not a demon or 
fiend, that betrays Jeannie Douglas, but the spirit of her own 
first true love, James Herries, who had died abxoad, but now oome 
to pumsh her for perjury, infidelity, and to recover from her the 
idedges of her broken vows. 

James Henoes was a branch of the Anglo-Norman family of 
Bcris, who came into Scotland during the age of David. It is 
more than probable, that the same William de Heriz, who sfK 
pears to have attached himself to David I., and his son Henry, 
m^ have settled in Scotland. The representative of all those 
Heriaes, Sir Herbet, obtained the title <if Liord Henies of Terre- 
gles in 1493. From this stock are ^rung the several families of 
Herris in Scotland. — Caledonia, 

BABBAKA BLAIR. 
Page 218. 
Barbara Blair is the young woman*8 name who had fallen in 
love with a sea captain, to whom she was with child, and was 
ardently attached, much against her mother^s inclination, who wished 
him drowned in the sea. The captain, however, proved a man of 
honour, and repaired the breach which he had made in the yoong 
woman's character, by his speedily nuurying her, which made the 
old woman change her song. 

THOMAS O' YONDERDALE. 
Page 221. 
This beautiful ballad I da not recollect of having seen any 
where else. Thomas makes love to Lady Maisry,'and gains what 
had been often attempted in vain by noany rich and noble suitois, 
the heart of the young lady. He had, however, no sooner de- 
prived her of her innooenoe, than he left her and her helpless offw 
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spring* »k a li9p«Ui8i ia4 &ikvo«Qn4itsQii* He vmtlo Knglana; 
continued io that country £xr aonae time, and woeed atwther bride 
for 10 ^KiDft bome, but waa dadSm hia iooonatancy byXa^f 

: JVI^aiiry, w]ip stood by his bed-dde ooe night in a dnam. This 
pHckcd hm to the heart, and caused him stumwithali the bme 
he ipay* to the land which, he had left, and many the fiut olijcee 

.of his lore* and leave his £ngll8b beimthed bride to go maidai 

THK KNIGHT'S GHOST. 
Page 227. 
Dunfermline has the honour of being celebrated in many of 
.our old Scottish songs ; and was once the scene of much mirth 
. and merriment : at other times, bustle and strife. It waa here 
. where many of the Scottish kings spent much of their time, and 
administered justice to their subjects. It was here where the re- 
nuuns of the valiant and renowned Robert Bruce were deposited ; 
.(ind it was here where the good lady lost her husband, sunounded 
by his faithful band of mariners, fighting for his life to their knees 
in blood. If we take it, from the authority of this ballad, that 
the souls of the departed are privy to all that is passing in this 
lower world, we are not only informed of the past, but also made 
to believe they have a prescience, or foreknowledge of what will 
follow. This ghost was a generous and liberal one in many re- 
spects. 

THE TROOPER AND FAIR MAID. 

Page 230. 
This is not the first *' bonny lass that has lien in a barradc, fol- 
lowed a sodger, and carried his wallet.*' In this ballad will be 
found the identical lines which gave so much room for critical 
acumen among the poetical antiquaries of the last century, regaid- 
ing ^' Waly, Waly up the bank," in which some mistaken editors 
have maintained that they should have been inserted, as bdonging 
to that aong. The Troqier and Fair Maid was written prior to 
Waly, Waly up the bank. 
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L.OBD INGRAM AND CHILDB V YET. 

Page 234. 
A biUad lomeirhat similar to this one appeared in Mr Jamie- 
fa Popular Ballads, toL ii. p. 265, as taken fram Herd's MSB. i 
Jbiit it is deficient in many respects, when compared with the pre* 
eent complete copy; particularly in that which gives it the 
pathos and sublimity. I have also seen another oopy, bat still it 
had its defects. The ballad records the fate of two brothess who 
had made love to one lady ; their tragic end, with the lady's peni* 
tence. 

CASTLE HA'S DAUGHTER. 
Page 241. 
Another ballad of a similar description, called Bold Burnett's 
Daughter, I took down about the same time as the present one, 
&em a different person ; but as it is so mudi alike in manner and 
incident, I have, lor the present, withheld it. There are various 
ballads to be met with of the same nature, which rather than 
please, shock humanity. Every thing of a preposterous and ab- 
surd imagination served as food for the Doric muse, and inspired 
it with antediluvian vigour. 

WILLIE'S DROWNED IN GAMERY. 

Page 245. 
The unfortunate hero of this ballad, was a factor to the laird of 
Kinmundy. As the young woman to whom he was to be united 
in connubial wedlock resided in Gamery, a small fishlDg town on 
the east coast of the Murray Frith, the marriage was to be solem- 
nized in the church of that parish, to which he was on his way, 
when overtaken by some of the heavy breakers which overflow a 
part of the road he had to pass, and dash, with impetuous fury, 
against the lofty and adamantine frocks with which it is skirted. 
The young damsel, in her fifteenth year, also met with a watery 
grave, befaig the wages of her mother's malison. This baflad wOl 
remind te reader of the Drowned Lovers, who shared the same 
fate in the river Clyde. 
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LANG JOHNNY MOIR 
Page 248. 
Thk ballid I never saw any where else, in one ihape nor ano- 
ther ; but am infotmed it is very old, having been written about 
the time of King Kobert Bruce, as the characters that are intro- 
duced into it, assbted at the siege of Cai3i&le. It is undoubtedly 
of a political natuie. The gigantic statures of Johnny and his re- 
lations are such as would stagger the beEef even of those enthusi- 
asts who are well acquainted with the traditions and &iiy fictions 
of Benachie, the place to which Johnny belonged, in Aberdeen- 
shire. Such fabulous relations of men and things, often embd* 
lish the ballads of the ancients, partly from conviction, and partly 
from ignorance. The place where Johnny resided was at Harts- 
hill, and his uncle at a place called the Beech. John o' Noth 
was proprietor of Noth, a great hill, from its high conical summit, 
commonly called the top of Noth ; on which, overlooking an im- 
mense tract of country, are the remains of an ancient fortiess, for- 
xneily thought to have been the mouth of a volcano, but now known 
to be one of those forts constructed of stones vitiified by the foroe of 
file, of which kind many have been lately discovered in Scotland. In 
the parish of Auchinddr, to which Johnny belonged, a little be- 
low Craig, stood the Castrum Auchindotes, mmtioned by Bu- 
chanan, under the reign of James II. the remains of whidi an stiU 
visible. 

CUTTIE'S WEDDING. 
Page 257. 
The muoc and words of this song wero composed by a Mr 
Smith, who followed, as a musician, the variegated ftwtnnes of the 
late pretender, Prince Charles Edward Stewart, at CuUoden, and 
many other places. He at length settled in Peterhead as a violin 
player, upon which instrument he excelled. The wedding took 
place at a small ale-house in a fishing village called Drum lithe, 
paiislrof St Fergus, about sixty years ago ; being what was called a 
siller or penny wedding. Cuttie was the nickname <^ the bride- 
groom, who was a fisherman ; and, to diis day, a small tivukt 
that passed his house retains the name of ^' Cutde's Bum*'— hk 
name and family, in other respects, are extinct. I have heard of 
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an old woman called *^ Cuddie," who has alao been ifflmorta-* 
Hzed by some kind poet in four lines, which ran thus :— 

There was an auld wife, they ca*d her Cuddie, 
And a* body said she wou*d gang to the wuddie ; 
But yet she die*t wi* a better commend, 
For she danc*d heiseU dead at her ain hoiis end I 

MISS GORDON OF GIGHT^ 
Page 258. 
I need not say, the following song has been written by a Soettish 
bard, who had been dissatisfied with the marriage of Miss Gordon 
of Gight to John Byron, son of Admiral Byron. They were fa- 
ther and mother of the late much lamented but immortal Lord 
Byron. 

THE LITTLE MAN. 
Page 203. 
A ballad somewhat similar in name and drcumstancei, is to be 
found in some old Collections of Ballads ; but tiiia is the only^ 
genuine copy with which I ever met. The scene of the meeting 
is in the Garioch, at the foot of Benachie, a high mountain in 
Aberdeenshire ; a place long and justly celebrated for the nocturnal 
visits of the Elfin train, to which this romantic ballad seems to 
r^Uite. 

THE POOR AULD MAIDENS. 
P^e264. 
This curious ditty was written during the sovereignty of Jaaus 
the Third, King of Scotland, and consequently nearly four hun- 
dred years old. 

THE GUISE OF TYRIE. 
Page 266. 
The hero of this curious song was the Reverend Mir Andrew 
Cant, a character much celebrated in the history of the traublis 
of Scotland in the seventeenth century. His inductmcnt to the 
pastoral charge of the parish of Tyrie, of which he was the first Pro- 
testant minister, having given great offence to the rabble, one of 
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, ikeoi eonnposed the Guise of Tyrie. Mr Cant being aa avowed 
enemy to all, and every thing that savoured of P<^»eiy , being board* 
ed in the house of Mr Forbes, the proprietor of Boyndlie, who 
was a Papist, in his bed-room were hung a great many of the 
Saints* pictures. Having an aversion to these, he requested thae 
they mig^t be taken down. The laird, to please his guest, took 
down St Peter, and hung up the jncture of Mr Cant, with these 
lines written underneath : 

Come down, St Peter, 
Ye superstitious saint, 
And let up your better — 
Mr Andrew Cant. 

THE PAUSE L.OVER. 
Page 268. 
In all the printed CoOecdons of Old Ballads I have as yet con* 
suited I have found great deficiences, such as giving mutilated frag^ 
mei^ £br oonoplete ooines, which I haive endeavoured, as much a* 
possible, to avoid. The only eight lines of this baUad I have ever 
met with in print were published by Mr Herd. 

ROBYN'S TESMENT. 
Page 273. 
This litde piece, I am convinced, is very old, as its stile and 
language, although modernized, will testify. I have every reason 
to think it has been ocmposed under the cioud of disguise, upon 
some great family, and on soitae particular event, thou^ now un- 
known ; as was the baUad of die '^ FFren," composed on Ijiid Len- 
noK'a love to a dangjbter of Loid Bhmtyre's.*' 

RICHARD'S MARY. 

Page27& 
Mary Mortimer was the name of tins lady, who was a staundi 
Papist ih t&e Enzie. When her husband died, she ^mdI aft her 
fivibg on. priests in pnying him out of pnigateiy, iriieaoe his spi- 
rit had gtme fix the purification of his aooL 
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THE CUNNING CLERK. 
Page 278. 

Thk hmnoroiis ballad U local, but very old. Collieston, where 
the scene is laid, is a small fishing town on the east coast of Aber- 
deenshire, once so justly famed as being the rendezvous of Dutch 
and Flushing smugglers. That spirit with which the ballad com- 
mences is l^ept up through the whole with great naivete and eclat* 
It belongs to a class rarely to be met with. I never saw any one 
in print bear the smallest resemblance to it. My worthy friend in 
Paisley was kind enough as to send me a copy of one somewhat 
similar in incident, as taken down from the recitation of an old 
woman in that quarter. 

Clerks are often introduced to the notice of the public, by the old 
rhjnnesters, in their antiquated ballads : but we are not now to 
suppose them to be journeymen shop-keepers, accountants, law- 
yers* assistants, alku scribes, nor book-keepers, but journejrmen 
priests, who were wont to do the drudgery of the higher orders of 
the Romish church, and were a class of men well skilled in the 
art of debauchery, &c 

THE CLERKS OF OXENFORD. 
Page 281. 
These young gentlemen, were the sons of the Laird of Oxenford, 
who had given them a part of all the education that that place of 
the country could boast, and afterwards were sent to Billsbury, a fa- 
mous town at that time celebrated for its seminaries of learning. 
Here the young men, although particularly warned of the danger, 
and advised not to come too near the persons of the mayor^s daugh- 
ters, forgot their parents* injunction at parting, and became ena- 
moured of the young women, which reached the mayor's ears, and 
proved thdr destiny. Although their lives had been requested by 
their &ther, and also by their lovers, the mayor's daughters, he 
caused them both to be hanged. — This must have been in the time 
of the feudal law. 

END OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 
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